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GODDESSES  THEEE. 

"  Ah  I  but  the  third  one !    Ah !  the  third  I 

She  only  lifted  her  beautiful  eyes — 
Uttered  she  not  one  single  word — 

And  yet  it  was  she  who  bore  ofif  the  priza" 

Betwixt  the  fitful  blasts  of  autumn  and  the 
still  more  fierce  and  fatal  storms  of  winter, 
there  comes  not  infrequently  to  the  denizens 
of  North  Britain  a  season  of  comparative 
repose,  a  sullen  cessation  of  hostilities  as 
it  were,  on  the  part  of  the  elements,  not, 
indeed,  to  be  taken  as  an  earnest  of  good 
things  to  come,  not  to  be  relied  on  as  bail 
for  any  future  tran(juillity,  but  rather,  it 
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must  be  confessed,  to  be  regarded  with  sus- 
picion and  uneasiness  by  the  weatherwise, 
who  are  prone  to  consider  the  blandishments 
by  which  for  a  brief  season  they  are  sur- 
rounded, in  the  same  light  as  they  would  the 
smiles  of  a  traitor,  who  in  his  heart  is  pon- 
dering by  what  means  he  may  best  devise 
the  ruin  and  wreckage  on  which  his  treach- 
erous soul  is  bent. 

Just  such  a  scoundrel  is  the  month  of 
November  to  the  Scottish  coasts. 

Dull  and  cheerless  are  the  skies  above, 
sternly  responsive  are  the  waters  beneath, 
grimly  meditative  lies  the  land,  as  though 
awaiting  in  speechless  inactivity  the  long 
months  of  dreariness  and  desertion  which 
loom  in  the  immediate  prospect,  but  a  som- 
bre silence  enchains  them  all — neither  winds 
blow,  nor  rain  falls,  nor  waves  roar ;  and 
wrapped  in  one  unbroken  mantle  of  grey. 
Nature  herself  seems  sunk  in  a  profound  and 
hopeless  stupor. 
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Such  a  state  of  things  cannot  fail  to  affect 
even  the  hardiest  nerves  and  the  sweetest 
tempers ;  and  accordingly  it  must  be  owned 
that  the  inhabitants  of  regions  subject  to 
such  periodical  influences  rule,  each 

after  his  or  her  fashion,  more  or  less  affected. 
The  mild  and  timid  are  depressed ;  the  irri- 
table become  self-assertive  and  contradictory ; 
the  overbearing  grow  intolerable :  yawning 
and  lassitude  prevail,  weariness  rather  than 
fatigue  is  apt  to  forestall  the  hour  of  bed- 
time; the  smallest  affairs  assume  importance; 
trifling  intelligence  is  eagerly  passed  on;  and 
the  chief  event  of  the  day  is  the  arrival  of 
the  post-bag. 

'Twas  even  so  one  dull  and  dreary  Novem- 
ber in  the  district  of  Awonry,  in  one  of  the 
three — we  need  not  specify  which — counties, 
which  go  together  by  the  common  name  of 
Galloway. 

Was  it  not,  then,  the  happiest  thought  in 
the  world  on  the  part  of  one  of  the  best  of 
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women  and  hostesses  to  give  a  ball,  a  real 
genuine,  old-fashioned  pipe-and-fiddle  ball, 
to  the  neighbourhood— and  indeed  to  all  the 
neighbourhoods  within  reach ;  and  was  she 
not  blessed  and  lauded,  and  metaphorically 
kissed  and  hugged,  a  dozen  times  a-day  for 
the  same,  by  all  the  bonnie  lasses  up  hill  and 
down  dale,  and  across  the  weary  wastes  of 
Galloway  ? 

"  And  to  think  that  no  one  else  had  ever 
dreamed  of  doing  such  a  thing  before  ! " 
cried  the  blue-eyed  Flora,  the  fairer  of  two 
fair  daughters.  "  A  ball  in  November  !  In 
mid -November  !  And  every  one  so  glad 
to  go ;  and  all  so  easy,  now  that  it  has  once 
been  thought  of !  Who  will  follow  suit  ? 
Who  will  be  the  next  ?  Why  not  we  our- 
selves ?  If  only  papa — but  papa  is  as  cross 
as  possible  at  being  dragged  out  to-night, 
and  talks  about  leaving  Tom.  I  must  say 
that  considering  how  very  little  of  his  time 
our  dear  father  bestows  upon  his  son,  he 
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is  curiously  anxiotls  about  his  never  being 
left  alone.  Poor  Madeline !  she  is  the  one 
to  bear  the  brunt  of  that.  It  is  too  bad 
her  staying  to-night.  Papa  might  have  let 
her  off  " 

"  What  nonsense  you  talk  ! "  interrupted 
her  sister,  in  accents  of  annoyance.  "  You 
know  as  well  as  I  do  that  papa's  real  rea- 
son is  about  the  horses.  He  does  not  like 
the  carriage  overcrowded,  and  one  of  the 
horses  being  lame  " 

"  Lame  !  Phoo  ! "  cried  Flora,  gaily. 
"  Let  them  both  be  lame,  so  long  as  they 
can  get  along  anyhow.  /  am  not  lame,  I 
can  tell  you  !  How  we  will  dance  !  What 
partners  we  will  have  !  And  I — oh,  I  know 
who  will  be  my  chief  one  !  I  don't  fancy 
my  step  goes  with  that  of  the  Scottish 
knights,  eh,  Blanche  ?  '  Fee-fa-fum  ! — I 
smell  the  smell  of  an  Englishman  ! '  Never 
do  you  mind  who  he  is.  I  shall  give  each 
one  his  turn,  of  course,  and  each  one  will 
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want  a  turn  with  me,  especially  since  Ma- 
deline will  not  be  there."  Then,  with  a 
sudden  fall  in  her  voice,  "Ah,  poor  Made- 
line 1  I  am  really  sorry  for  poor  Made- 
line." 

"  She  had  no  need  to  stay,"  observed 
Blanche,  ungraciously.  "  Papa  only  in- 
quired who  was  to  be  at  home,  without  in 
any  way  referring  to  Madeline,  and  she 
said  " 

"  Oh,  you  forget,  my  dear  Blanche.  There 
was  another  finger  in  the  pie,  believe  me. 
Before  papa  ever  opened  his  mouth,  mam- 
ma had  made  up  her  mind  on  the  subject : 
I  knew  it — and  so  did  Madeline.  When 
the  dear  good  lady  begins  in  her  plaintive 
accents  about  the  loneliness  and  deprivations 
of  her  beloved  invalid,  I  know  what  she  is 
up  to.  Then,  as  if  she  were  terrified  lest 
you  or  I  should  ofier  to  remain — not  that 
she  need  have  been,  in  the  slightest" — 
Blanche  winced — "she  immediately  turned 
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the  tap  full  on  poor  Maddy,  and  that  just 
as  papa  entered  the  room." 
"  WeU  ?  " 

"  Well  ?  Why,  then,  Maddy  saw  she  was 
not  to  go,  of  course.  Her  doom  was  sealed  ; 
papa's  signature  on  the  one  side,  mamma's 
on  the  other.  She  had  not  a  chance — not 
the  faintest,  shadowiest  ghost  of  a  chance." 

"  Do  you  suppose  she  cared — much  ? " 

Flora  looked  at  her  sister  curiously. 
"Why  should  I  suppose  at  all  about  it? 
If  you  ask  me  what  I  know,  I  can  tell  you 
pretty  accurately — but  it  is  as  well  not  to 
'  suppose '  on  the  subject.  The  thing  is 
done — cart-ropes  would  not  drag  her  there 
now  ;  and  that  being  the  case,  the  best  thing 
we  can  do  is  to  proceed  to  the  enchanted 
spot  ourselves,  and  enjoy  it  all  to  the  top 
of  our  bent.  There  is  philosophy,  true  philo- 
sophy, for  you.  I  wish — yes,  T  really  think 
I  honestly  wish  that  Madeline  had  been 
going  with  us,  but  as  she  is  not  " 
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"  As  she  is  not,"  observed  Blanche,  "  peo- 
ple will  talk.  Papa  and  mamma  ought  to 
think  of  that.  I  should  have  taken  Made- 
line to-night  at  all  hazards ;  and  I  did  my 
best  to  make  them  understand — but  they 
were  both  immovable.  I  know  it  is  fool- 
ish ;  I  know  that  ill-natured  people  will  be 
sure  to  make  disagreeable  remarks,  and  it 
will  be,  '  "Where  is  your  cousin  ? '  and 
'  What  have  you  done  with  your  cousin  ? ' 
all  night  long,  just  as  it  was  at  the  Ayr 
meeting.  Don't  you  remember  how  we 
both  vowed  we  would  never  go  to  any 
large  gathering  again  without  Madeline  ?  It 
was  so  very  disagreeable  having  it  supposed 
that  just  because  she  was  younger  than 
either  of  us,  and  " 

"And  prettier." 

"Prettier  ?  Nonsense.  That  had  nothing 
to  do  with  it.  Besides  it  is  not  for  us  to 
say ;  it  is  certainly  not  for  you  or  me  to 
decide  which  is  the  prettiest.    Some  people 


GODDESSES  THREE.  9 

may  admire  Madeline's  colouring — 1  do  not 
myself;  but  still  I  am  quite  willing  to 
allow  that  if  you  can  get  over  her  red 
hair  " 

"  Eed  hair  !  Fiddlesticks  ! "  cried  her  sis- 
ter, with  a  laugh.  "  I  know  what  /  would 
give  to  have  such  hair ;  and,  if  I  am  not 
mistaken,  a  good  many  others  are  in  my 
case.  My  dear  Blanche,  do  not,  I  beseech 
you,  delude  yourself.  I  don't.  I  confess 
candidly  that,  in  point  of  face  and  figure, 
eyes,  nose,  mouth,  and  complexion,  I  am 
inferior  to  my  poor,  portionless  cousin. 
There,  can  I  put  the  bitter  fact  more  bare- 
facedly? It  will  not  break  my  heart,  I 
assure  you ;  furthermore,  it  will  not  injure 
my  digestion ;  in  fine,  I  do  not  care  that ! " 
with  a  snap  of  the  fingers  brisk  enough  to 
emphasise  any  amount  of  asseveration.  "I 
love  Madeline,"  continued  the  speaker,  who 
was  in  spirits  to  be  even  more  than  ordin- 
arily good-natured.    "  I  love  Madeline,  and 
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she  may  have  all  the  admirers  in  the  world, 
provided  she  does  not  steal  from  me  my  own 
particular  favourite.  If  she  were  to  commit 
that  heinous  oifence,  I  should  never  forgive 
her — never,  never,  never  ! — and  as  it  is  just 
possible  that,  had  she  graced  the  ball  this 
evening,  she  might  have  been  tempted — or 
rather,  he  might  have  been  tempted — I  know 
he  does  think  her  pretty,  for  I  asked  him  one 
day  right  out,  and  though  he  tried  to  put 
me  off,  he  did  not  quite  succeed  ;  and,  that 
being  the  case,  I  do  really  think  it  is  very, 
very  good  of  me  to  be  sorry,  and  " 

"How  you  do  run  on  !  Your  tongue  has 
never  ceased  this  whole  day.  Are  you  going 
to  talk  like  that  to-night  ? " 

"  I  should,  if  I  did  not  work  off  the  steam 
a  little  first.  Now  what  shall  we  do  till 
dressing  time  ?  Don't  you  think  we  might 
begin  ?  We  might  at  least  come  up-stairs 
and  see  the  things  put  out.  It  must  be 
time,  or  at  least  it  ought  to  be  time, — and. 
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time  or  not,  positively  I  cannot  wait  longer. 
I  have  been  waltzing  round  the  dining-room 
table  for  the  last  twenty  minutes,  varying 
the  entertainment  by  flights  up-stairs  to  see 
Martin  finishing  off  the  very  last  touches 
in  the  work-room ;  and  the  last  time  I 
went,  she  said  another  quarter  of  an  hour 
would  complete  all  she  had  to  do.  Don't 
you  think  it  is  a  quarter  of  an  hour?  I 
am  sure  it  must  be  a  quarter  of  an  hour! 
Blanche,  if  you  love  me,  say  it  is  a  quarter 
of  an  hour — why,  here's  Madeline  ! "  and  a 
change,  impossible  to  help  observing,  came 
over  the  speaker  at  the  last  few  words. 
Suddenly  she  became  grave. 

"Flora  has  just  been  wondering  what 
o'clock  it  is,"  remarked  Blanche ;  who,  it 
might  have  been  perceived  by  the  curious, 
had  also  altered  the  tone  and  style  of  her 
conversation,  and  sobered  it  down  to  an 
everyday  hue.  "  Have  you  any  idea, 
Madeline  ? " 

B 
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There  was  no  answer,  and  both  sisters 
simultaneously  directed  a  glance  of  inquiry. 
Their  cousin's  face  was  partly  hidden  by  a 
large,  shady,  garden  hat,  an  ordinary  hat 
enough;  but  somehow  the  same  thought 
occurred  at  the  same  moment  to  Blanche 
and  Flora — namely,  that  it  was  worn  as  a 
covering,  that  it  would  not  have  been 
put  on  that  sombre,  sunless  day  if  a  shade 
had  not  been  specially  desired. 

"  I  have  brought  you  in  a  few  flowers 
from  the  greenhouse,"  said  rather  a  low 
voice  at  last,  —  plainly  Madeline  had  not 
heard  the  last  question,  but  was  full  of  a 
thought  and  purpose  of  her  own.  "There 
are  scarcely  any  left,  but  Aunt  Julia  asked 
me  to  see  what  I  could  get." 

"Thank  you,  dear.  They  are  very  nice 
indeed ; "  and  "  How  good  of  you,  Maddy  ! 
Oh  yes,  they  will  do  beautifully  !  "  exclaimed 
both  the  fair  recipients  in  a  breath,  and  with 
an  eagerness  which  the'  small'  service  scarcely 
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justified.  "And  you  went  out  in  the  rain 
too  ! "  added  Flora,  pathetically. 

"  The  rain  is  over  ;  I  liked  going.  When 
shall  I  come  to  dress  your  hair,  Flora  ? " 

"  Ah,  you  darling,  and  you  are  going  to 
do  that  too  ?  You  are  the  dearest  creature 
— and  to  think  that  you  are  actually  about 
to  beautify  me,  and  make  me  look  as  nobody 
else  can,  for  Martin's  fingers  are  all  thumbs 
when  it  comes  to  hairdressing  " 

"  And  you  know  that  it  is  really  a  pleasure 
to  me." 

"Because  you  are  so  good.  And,  to  be 
sure,  'tis  a  pity  your  fine  talents  should  be 
wasted,  for  your  own  lovely  curly  locks  need 
no  hand  of  art  ever  to  make  them  look  sweeter 
than  they  do  at  this  moment.  Well,  you 
needn't  hang  your  head ;  can't  you  stand  half 
an  inch  of  a  compliment  from  a  she-cousin? 
What  ever  will  you  do  when  you  come  to  go 
out  into  the  world  regularly  ?  Tliat's  right ; 
she's  smiling.  Now  we  are  all  right  again,  and 
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she  shan't  be  done  out  of  the  next  ball,  I  pro- 
mise her — what,  she's  off !  "   The  door  closed. 

"  Do  you  know,  Flora,"  said  Blanche,  look- 
ing round,  with  again  that  uneasy  glance — 
"  do  you  know  I  am  afraid  that  Madeline 
really  does  care  ? " 

"  You  had  never  supposed  as  much  before," 
observed  Flora,  drily. 

"  So  Madeline  has  come  in  with  the 
flowers,"  observed  a  new  voice  in  the  door- 
way ;  "  I  met  her  outside.  What  a  dear, 
useful  girl  she  is,  and  always  so  sweet-tem- 
pered !  I  should  have  liked  to  take  her  to- 
night— but  I  daresay  she  will  be  quite  as 
happy  at  home.  And  really  she  is  so  young 
that  perhaps  it  is  as  well  not  to  begin  with 
balls  just  yet.  What  I  shall  do  when  I  have 
to  take  you  all  about,  and  when  there  will 
be  no  one  to  stay  with  poor  dear  Tom,  I  am 
sure  I  do  not  know."  And  Lady  Seaton,  the 
mother  of  the  two  beauties,  and  aunt  of 
the  third,  sighed  plaintively. 


GODDESSES  THREE.  15 

"  You  know,  mamma,  you  encourage  him," 
said  Blanche,  bluntly.  "  Tom  never  did 
seem  to  mind  about  being  left  alone  until 
lately,  but  now  that  Madeline  has  come  to 
live  with  us  he  has  grown  so  exacting  that 
it  is  quite  ridiculous.  He  might  just  as  well 
have  let  poor  Maddy  go  to-night  " 

But  at  this  Lady  Seaton  at  once  roused 
herself. 

"  '  Poor '  Maddy  ! "  she  echoed,  with  as- 
perity. "  You  can  say  '  poor '  Maddy,  but 
neither  you  nor  Flora  ever  think  of  your 
'  poor '  brother.  You  are  concerned  because 
she  is  to  stay  one  night  away  from  an  amuse- 
ment, but  you  do  not  care  in  the  least  that 
he  is  to  be  debarred  all  his  life  long  from 
any.  One  would  think  a  poor  cripple,  and 
such  a  sufferer,  too,  would  be  an  object  of 
pity  and  affection." 

"  Well,  mamma,  of  course.  But,"  said 
Blanche,  gloomily,  "  I  know  it  is  of  no  use 
talking — but  still  I  do  wish  you  and  papa 
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would  just  for  once  prevail  on  Tom  to  be 
less  selfish.  Madeline  has  been  with  him  a 
great  part  of  the  day  " 

"Dear  girl,  I  know  she  has.  Yes,  she  does 
appreciate  my  poor  boy ;  but  as  for  you, 
Blanche,  his  own  sister,  I  must  say  you  show 
very  little  of  a  sisterly  spirit.  Dear  Made- 
line is  my  greatest  comfort.  What  I  should 
do  without  her  now  I  hardly  dare  to  think. 
So  dependent  on  her  as  Tom  has  grown  to 
be ;  for  he  said  to  me  only  just  now  that  he 
must  have  her  this  evening — '  must '  was  the 
very  word  he  used;  I  could  be  quite  jealous 
if  I  did  not  love  him  so  much  ;  I  only  wish 
him  to  have  the  one  who  pleases  him  best. 
Still  I  could  grudge  Madeline  that  being  so 
necessary  to  him  " 

"  My  poor  mother  ! " — it  was  Flora  who 
now  spoke,  and  she  had  regained  her  light 
tone — "  be  thankful  for  such  mercies  as  you 
possess.  Tom  does  not  spare  you  as  it  is, 
and  to  desire  to  be  made  further  use  of  is. 
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if  you  will  allow  me  to  say  so,  a  sheer  flying 
in  the  face  of  Providence.  Providence  sent 
Maddy  here  for  your  relief,  and  you  are  quite 
right  to  appreciate  the  value  of  her  services ; 
but,  for  goodness'  sake,  do  not  attempt  to 
interfere  with  existing  arrangements — or  if 
you  do,  don't  look  to  me  for  aid.  I  have  one 
aim,  one  object,  one  thought  just  now,  the 
ball— the  ball.  Who  will  be  at  the  ball? 
Who  will  dance  with  me  at  the  ball  ?  Who 
will— ha  !  ha  !— be  belle  of  the  ball  ?  "  and 
laughing  merrily,  she  ran  out  of  the  room  at 
the  same  moment  as  her  father  entered  it. 

Sir  Thomas  Seaton  was  a  stern,  reserved 
man  of  sixty  or  thereabouts,  who  without 
the  necessity  for  ever  raising  his  voice,  or 
visibly  bringing  the  weight  of  his  authority 
to  bear,  managed  to  make  himself  both  feared 
and  respected,  and,  as  a  natural  consequence, 
obeyed  by  every  member  of  his  family  and 
household,  one  alone  excepted, — and  it  was 
this  exception,  we  may  at  once  inform  our 
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readers,  which  had  bent  his  broad  shoulders 
and  drawn  furrows  across  his  brow, — it  was 
the  harassing  weight  of  a  secret  grief  and 
anxiety,  which  neither  wife  nor  daughters 
shared,  that  was  fast  making  an  old  man  of 
one  who  ought  to  have  been  in  the  full  en- 
joyment of  life  and  vigour.  The  necessity 
for  ever  keeping  his  hand  on  the  lock  of  that 
cupboard  door  in  which  the  skeleton  was 
concealed,  the  constant  dread  lest  some  day 
— any  day — should  see  it  flung  open  to  the 
eyes  of  all,  was  at  the  root  of  that  absorbed 
and  melancholy  air  which  so  often  chilled 
mirth  and  silenced  cheerful  conversation  in 
his  presence,  and  which — as  in  the  present 
instance — had  not  infrequently  the  effect  of 
driving  every  one  from  the  room  within  a 
few  minutes  after  he  had  himself  entered  it. 

The  door  had  barely  closed  after  the  last 
to  go,  ere  Sir  Thomas  rang  the  bell,  which 
was  answered  by  the  butler. 

His   master   beckoned  him  to  approach 
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nearer,  and  each  looked  round  the  room, 
which  was  dim  in  the  light  of  the  few  lamps 
that  had  been  thought  suflScient  for  that 
hour,  before  a  word  was  said.  Evidently 
they  were  not  desirous  of  the  presence  of  a 
third  person. 

Then  Sir  Thomas  spoke.  "I  can  depend 
on  you,  Marks?" 

"Yes,  Sir  Thomas;  certainly." 

'•  You  know  the  alternative  ?  I  have  let 
you  off  once ;  but  if  it  ever  happens  again, 
you — go.  Don't  mistake ;  I  shall  accept  no 
excuse ;  you  know  your  duty,  and  if  you  fail 
in  it,  you  leave  Castle  Seaton  to-morrow." 

Marks  bent  his  head  respectfully.  He  had 
no  intentions  of  leaving  Castle  Seaton  to- 
morrow, and  accordingly  his  respect,  defer- 
ence, and  obedience  were  secured — he  was, 
in  plain  terms,  shaking  in  his  shoes. 

"  Miss  Madeline  is  at  home  to  night,"  con- 
tinued Sir  Thomas  in  the  same  subdued 
undertone ;  "  but  I  do  not  imagine  that  need 
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cause  any  difficulty.    She  is  now  aware  " 

he  stopped  abruptly,  for  the  door  opened. 

"  Yes,  half -past  eight  will  do  very  well  for 
the  carriage  to  be  round.  It  should  not  be 
later,"  continued  the  speaker  in  accents  of 
quite  another  kind,  and  the  interview  was 
concluded  without  Lady  Beaton's  being  in 
the  least  aware  that  Marks  had  entered  on 
any  other  errand  than  that  of  an  inquiry 
from  the  coachman  as  to  the  hour  of  starting. 

Such  interviews  and  such  terminations 
were  a  daily  occurrence. 

Meantime,  in  the  sisters'  upper  chamber, 
the  delightful  task  of  dressing  for  the  ball 
had  begun,  and  was  proceeding  joyously. 

"  Ah,  Madeline,  'tis  you  at  last  !  I 
thought  you  were  never  coming;  where 
have  you  been  ? "  cried  the  younger  Miss 
Seaton,  flying  to  open  the  door  in  answer 
to  a  tap.  "Not  with  Tom  yet,  surely? 
You  look  serious  enough,  you  poor,  ill-used 
piece  of  goods.    Well,  if  ever  anybody  felt 
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like  one  of  the  wicked  sisters  towards  their 
lovely  and  maltreated  Cinderella  it  is  I, 
Flora  Seaton,  this  night.  And  oh,  my  dear, 
supposing  —  only  supposing  —  you  were  to 
turn  into  the  veritable  princess  and  appear 
after  all !  About  what  time  would  you  ap- 
pear ?  And  have  you  thought  about  order- 
ing your  pumpkin  and  six, — because,  if  not, 
you  may  find  some  difficulty  in  providing  it 
among  these  Galloway  wilds  ?  Joking  apart, 
Tom  is  a  brute  not  to  let  you  go,  you  poor 
dear ;  and  you  are  the  best  of  angels  to  give 
in  to  him.  Now  don't  turn  away ;  I  say  it 
just  the  same  behind  your  back  as  before 
your  face,  as  Blanche  will  testify.  I  am 
ready  now,  dear;  I  have  arranged  every- 
thing ;  as  high  as  ever  you  can  to-night, 
Maddy ;  and  firm — whatever  you  do,  make 
it  firm.  Think  if  it  should  come  down ! 
Imagine  my  feelings  if  the  whole  erection 
were  to  fall  over  on  Mr  Cumberland's  shoul- 
der— what  ?    What  did  you  say  ? " 
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Madeline  had  not  spoken. 

"  Oh,  Blanche,  you  are  not  ringing  for 
Martin  yet  ? "  proceeded  the  volatile  young- 
lady.  "  Oh,  pray  don't.  It  is  so  tiresome 
having  a  maid  in  the  room  before  you  actu- 
ally are  forced  to  have  her.  I  know  it  is 
early — far,  far  too  early  for  me,  1  should  be 
ready  to  go  this  minute,  this  second — but 
half-past  eight  is,  alas  !  still  a  long  way  off, 
and  as  nothing  we  can  do  will  really  bring 
it  nearer,  all  that  remains  is  to  make  the 
most  of  the  interval.  Let  us  spin  out,  and 
spin  out,  and  spin  out ;  let  us  prolong,  and 
prolong,  and  prolong.  Ijct  us — oh  dear,  and 
here  is  this  poor  Cinderella  heai  ing  it  all  and 
seeing  it  all,  and  cheated  out  of  it  all !  I 
declare  it  is  too  bad,  a  great  deal  too  bad. 
After  all,  it  is  not  too  late,  either.  Come, 
Madam  Cousin,  you  won't  let  me  see  your 
face,  but  I  can  guess  pretty  well  what  I 
should  see  if  you  did.  Now,  look  here," 
wheeling  round  in  her  chair,  and  lifting  a 
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forefinger  impressively,  "  you  follow  my  ad- 
vice ;  make  me  your  friend ;  confide  in  me ; 
throw  Tom  over ;  be  oJBf  to  your  room ;  run 
— fly — make  ready  " 

"  And  bring  forth  your  ball-gown,"  ob- 
served Blanche,  sardonically.  "  Flora  is  in- 
variably practical,  is  she  not,  Madeline  ?  At 
this  hour  she  begins  to  repent." 

"No,  my  dear,  'repent'  is  not  the  word. 
[  cannot  seriously  say  that  I  repent  of  any- 
thing to-night,  but  I  don't  like  to  see 
Maddy's  face — have  you  a  headache  or  any- 
thing, dear?"  she  suddenly  broke  off. 
"  Well,  never  mind ;  I  hate  to  talk  about 
aches  and  pains  myself,  'tis  so  old-maidish. 
If  there  is  one  thing  more  stupid  than 
another  it  is  when  people  begin  to  take  an 
interest  in  their  'health.'  Aunt  Theodora 
always  attacks  mamma  to  know  what  sort  of 
'  nights '  she  has,  and  if  her  '  poor  dear  girls ' 
are  tolerably  free  from  '  nerves ' ;  also  if  papa 
has  a  'comfortable  digestion,'  and  Tom  'any 
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sort  of  appetite.'  Papa,  who  has  the  stomach 
of  an  ostrich,  and  Tom,  who  has  the  appetite 
of  a  cannibal !  What  would  the  good  aunt 
think  if  she  saw  me  dancing  to  -  night  ? 
Luckily  mamma  has  no  such  cares ;  she  only 
minds  about  my  partners,  not  at  all  about 
my  limbs  and  joints ;  and  if  she  sees  me 
waltzing  with  Mr  Cumberland  —  dear  me, 
how  you  did  hurt  me,  Madeline !  I  suppose 
I  moved  my  head." 

"Be  a  little  more  careful,  I  advise  you, 
Flora,  if  you  would  not  have  your  name 
coupled  with  Mr  Cumberland's  down-stairs," 
observed  Blanche,  for  the  maid  had  retired 
for  the  moment;  "servants  are  quick  to 
catch  up  anything  of  that  kind,  and  what- 
ever Martin  hears  in  this  room  is  sure  to 
go  straight  to  the  servants'  hall  directly  she 
leaves  us." 

"A  plague  on  her,  and  a  plague  on  you 
for  having  her,  then  !  "  muttered  the  chatter- 
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box.  "  How  can  one  be  for  ever  remember- 
ing that  there  is  a  tell-tale-tit  behind  your 
chair,  especially  on  a  night  like  this  ?  Bless- 
ings on  you,  my  Madeline,  that  side  is  per- 
fect ;  now,  if  you  can  only  match  it  with 
the  other — well,  I  won't  speak.  You  are 
the  princess  of  hairdressers,  the  sweetest  of 
cousins,  and  the  kindest,  and  dearest,  and 
dowdiest  of  Cinderellas ; "  laughing  out  of 
the  fulness  of  her  satisfaction,  "there  now, 

you  have  caught  the  idea  exactly  " 

A  tap  at  the  door.  "Miss  Madeline  is 
wanted." 

"  Oh,  you  unlucky  slave !  hustled  from 
one  to  the  other,  all  of  us  needing  you,  all 
of  us  hanging  on  you,  and  Tom  command- 
ing you — there,  she's  gone.  Blanche,  how 
has  she  left  me  ?  Blanche,  if  I  am  not  at 
my  best  to-night,  I  shall  throw  myself  into 
the  sea.  Despair  will  give  me  courage, 
mortification  will  " 
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"  If  you  can  be  silent  for  a  single  moment, 
Flora  " 

"I  can— I  will." 

"  You  never  looked  better." 

"  Be  joyful ;  that  is  good  news.  In  return, 
Blancbe,  I  will  tell  you  also  something  agree- 
able ;  for  you  too,  my  Blanche,  have  your 
anxiety  and  your  despair,  despite  your  sturdy 
attempts  to  overcome  them.  Oh  yes,  oh 
yes ;  oh,  we  all  know  about  it.  You  are  not 
in  the  least  jealous — not  in  the  very,  very 
slio;htest :  such  an  idea  would  never  have 
entered  your  head.  You  do  not  even  ad- 
mire Madeline — oh  dear,  no  ;  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 
AVell,  but,  admire  or  not,  you  may  as  well 
hear  what  I  have  got  to  say.  When  you  two 
stood  together  over  there,  if  any  one  had 
asked  which  was  the  beautiful  Miss  Seaton, 
your  very  heart  would  have  been  warmed 
by  the  answer  I  could  have  sworn  you  would 
have  heard.  Yet  again,  lest  that  heart  should 
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be  uplifted  over-much,  1  must  in  honour 
confess  that  Madeline — dear,  sweet,  lovely 
Madeline — to-night  with  her  pale  face  and 
her  great  blue  ponds  of  wet  eyes,  would 
not  have  outshone  the  ugliest  little  imp  in 
Christendom  1" 
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11. 

UNSHAKEN. 

"  A  noble  cause  doth  ease  much  a  grievous  case." 

— SiK  P.  Sidney. 

Tom  had  sent  for  his  cousin ;  but  although 
she  had  obeyed  the  summons  so  far  as  to 
leave  the  room  she  was  in  and  close  the  door 
behind  her,  Madeline  did  not  descend  the 
staircase,  but  sending  a  message  that  she 
would  appear  as  soon  as  the  rest  of  the  party 
had  left  for  the  ball,  she  ran  quickly  along  to 
her  own  little  chamber,  and  bolting  the  door, 
gave  way  at  length  to  feelings  that  had  been 
struggled  with  and  but  ill  repressed  through- 
out the  day. 

It  was  not  a  fancy  of  Flora's  that  she 
looked  pale.     It  was  not  for  nothing  that 
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those  great  blue  eyes  Lad  filled  and  refilled, 
until  even  the  heavy  fringe  of  lashes  which 
overhung  their  depths  could  scarce  conceal 
what  had  been  going  on  when  out  of  sight 
and  alone.  Madeline  could  be  as  blithe  as 
any  one,  as  joyous  as  any  one  when  there 
was  no  sharp  agony  of  disappointment  to  be 
borne,  no  wild,  all  but  impossible  hopes  to 
be  quenched,  no  passionate  entreaties  to  be 
choked  down  and  trampled  under  foot — but 
to-night?  And  she  had  only  known  a  few 
hours  before !  And  up  to  that  time  there 
had  been  secret  smiles  and  happy  visions ; 
there  had  been  dreams  of  what  this  hour  and 
that  would  bring ;  there  had  been  shy  de- 
lights at  the  modest  loveliness  which  the 
fair  scene  would  enhance,  hopes,  wonders, 
doubts,  cares,  ecstasies  all  centring  round 
the  same  point  and  having  the  same  object 
and  subject — there  had  been  an  eye,  a  voice, 
a  touch ;  a  step  that  would  find  her  out 
wherever  she  might  be  hidden;  an  arm  that 
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would  guide  through  the  maze  and  crowd  to 
quieter  and  more  secluded  nooks ;  a  whisper 
— but  we  are  telling  what  this  poor  little 
sorrowful  maid  would  scarcely  even  tell  her- 
self. It  is  not  fair ;  we  will  not,  we  dare  not 
pry  into  the  curtained  recesses  of  pure  hearts 
like  hers. 

She  was  so  young  and  tender,  this  fragile 
plant.  She  knew  not  how  to  turn  aside  the 
wandering  shaft,  nor  how  to  protect  her  bare 
little  sensitive  bosom.  Her  time  had  come  ; 
oh,  so  early.  And  all  at  once  the  deepest 
notes  of  her  nature  had  been  struck,  and  all 
at  a  blow  had  every  bulwark — such  poor 
little  twopenny-halfpenny  bulwarks  as  she 
possessed — given  way.  She  had  been  taught 
to  love,  and  the  lesson  had  been  learnt  in 
an  hour. 

To  explain,  however,  a  little  more  fully, 
we  must  give  a  l)rief  sketch  of  the  position 
of  Madeline  Seatpn,  the  orphan  niece  of  Sir 
Thomas,  who  at  the  age  of  seventeen,  exactly 
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one  year  before  our  story  opens,  had  been 
thrown  upon  the  world  by  the  death  of  her 
List  parent,  and  had  been  then  glad  to  make 
the  most  of  the  very  respectable  welcome 
accorded  her  by  her  nearest  and  almost  her 
only  relations. 

Nor  had  she  then  or  thereafter  any  cause 
to  repent,  so  far  as  her  uncle  and  aunt  and 
their  daughters  were  concerned.  Sir  Thomas 
was,  if  anything,  a  shade  less  formal  and 
morose  in  his  niece's  company  than  in  that 
of  his  own  more  immediate  family ;  Lady 
Seaton,  an  amiable,  easy-going,  and  exces- 
sively indolent  woman,  needed  only  the  con- 
viction that  her  crippled  son,  on  whom  she 
blindly  doted,  was  also  an  object  of  affection 
to  his  cousin,  to  make  Madeline  secure  of  her 
favour ;  while  the  two  young  ladies  were  as 
good  friends  as  could  reasonably  be  expected, 
with  a  rival  whom  each  knew — although  only 
Flora  openly  avowed  the  fact — needed  only  to 
be  seen  to  eclipse  them  both.    But  for  one 
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circumstance  of  her  lot,  any  one  might  have 
considered  that  of  the  orphan  an  enviable 
one. 

That  circumstance  unhappily  embittered 
all. 

Had  Tom  Seaton's  adoring  mother  obtained 
but  one  glimpse  into  the  heart  of  her  whom 
she  was  wont  to  term  "  that  dear  girl,"  it  is 
hardly  too  much  to  predict  that  she  would 
have  abolished  the  epithet.  Whether  she 
would  have  gone  still  further  and  abolished 
the  dear  girl  herself  in  propria  persond, 
history  saith  not,  but  it  is  at  least  as  likely 
as  not  that  she  would.  For  Tom — her  poor 
Tom,  her  dear  sufferer,  her  helpless  invalid, 
her  crippled  darling — was  not  altogether  all 
that  such  a  fond  and  tender  picture  places 
before  the  imagination ;  and  no  one  knew 
this  better,  or  felt  it  more  keenly,  than  did 
the  companion  whom  circumstances  forced 
upon  him  oftener  than  any  other. 

The  boy,  for  he  was  not  much  more,  was. 
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it  is  true,  an  object  for  compassion  to  any 
one.  Not  only  was  he  deformed  and  stunted 
in  shape,  not  only  was  his  attenuated  frame 
too  small  by  far  for  his  large  and  rugged 
head,  but  the  shrunken  limbs  were  so  power- 
less that  they  could  not  even  support  their 
owner  in  the  feeblest  movement,  and  day 
after  day  had  to  be  dragged  through  by  the 
unfortunate  young  heir  extended  on  a  couch 
from  which  no  efforts  of  his  own  could  raise 
him. 

But  beyond  the  pity  inseparable  from 
beholding  such  affliction,  it  was  not  given 
to  the  ill-fated  youth  to  inspire  any  warmer 
emotion  except  in  one  bosom, — it  was  more 
than  any  one  but  his  mother  could  do  to 
speak  of  Tom  with  tenderness.  He  cared 
for  no  one ;  no  one  cared  for  him.  As  is 
not  seldom  the  deep-seated  festering 

bitterness  against  his  kind  had  possession 
of  his  inmost  soul ;  malicious  thoughts  and 
purposes   fed   his   solitary  hours ;    and  to 
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defeat,  trick,  and  torment  those  with  whom 
he  lived,  be  they  relations  or  dependants, 
was  one  of  the  principal  aims  of  his  life. 

What  the  other  was  will  presently  be 
seen. 

"You  are  come  at  last,"  was  the  greeting 
accorded  his  cousin,  when  at  length,  with  a 
heavy  heart,  she  descended  to  Tom's  room — 
a  room  of  ample  dimensions,  warmly  and 
comfortably  furnished,  in  one  of  the  best 
parts  of  the  Castle. 

"  Come  at  last.  Miss  Madeline.  You  waited 
as  long  as  ever  you  could  to  enjoy  all  the 
fun,  and  fancy  that  you  too  were  going  to 
jig  and  fiddle  at  this  fine  ball — and  don't 
you  wish  you  were  ?  So  famous  a  chance 
has  not  come  in  your  way  yet,  and  Blanche 
and  Flora  will  talk  of  nothing  else  for  many 
a  day  to  come.  Well,  you  had  your  choice. 
If  you  had  behaved  yourself  you  might  have 
gone.  Eh  ?  You  would  have  liked  that, 
wouldn't  you  ?    Come  in  further,  what  are 
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you  still  standing  there  for  in  the  middle  of 
the  room  ? " 

"  Did — did  you  not  send  for  me,  Tom  ? " 

"Send  for  you?  To  be  sure  I  did.  Sent 
for  you  an  hour  ago ;  but  you  were  saucy — 
just  like  you — and  chose  to  go  and  cry  up- 
stairs first.  Oh,  it's  all  very  fine  to  turn 
away  your  head — let  that  lamp  alone — it's 
all  very  fine  to  suppose  I  know  nothing, 
because  I  Lave  to  lie  hear  like  a  dead  dog. 
You  have  been  whimpering,  I  tell  you.  Yes, 
you  have  been  whimpering  till  your  face  is 
in  a  nice  state ;  it  doesn't  improve  its  looks, 
you  may  believe.  So  you  cried  because  you 
couldn't  go  to  the  ball  ?  I  am  glad  you  did; 
I  wanted  you  to  cry :  I  am  going  to  give 
you  something  else  to  cry  for  by-and-by. 
I'll  teach  you  to  disobey  me.    Come  here." 

She  advanced  a  step. 

"  Come  here,  I  tell  you,"  repeated  he,  with 
a  frown ;  "  call  that  coming  !  I  am  not  going 
to  touch  you,  you  milk-faced  thing.  You 
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know  well  enough  I  could  not  hurt  you  if  I 
would.  If  I  could  hurt  you,  or  any  one, 
should  I  be  lying  here?  I  only  want  to 
look  at  you.  Yes,  and  you  look  very  much 
as  I  expected  you  would.  You  have  been 
punished,  miss ;  and  it  has  done  you  good ; 
you  won't  need  punishing  again  in  a  hurry. 
You  will  do  what  you  are  told  next  time." 

All  at  once  it  might  have  been  perceived 
that  she  who  had  hitherto  stood  a  j  icture  of 
helpless  endurance  under  a  storm  so  pitiless, 
began  to  tremble. 

"  You  will — do  what  you — are  told — next 
time,"  reiterated  Tom,  with  his  eye  upon 
her,  "  and  next  time  is  going  to  be — this 
time.  Now  take  care,  Miss  Madeline  Sea- 
ton,  take  care ;  I  see  you  are  going  to  speak, 
so  I  just  give  you  a  caution  beforehand. 
Take  care  what  you  say,  for  I  shan't  forget 
it,  if  it  don't  please  me ;  and  what  /  don't 
forget,  you  may  believe  you  won't.  You 
had  the  best  of  it,  or  you  thought  you  had, 
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this  morning ;  but  wait  a  bit,  I  haven't  done 
with  you  yet — though  I  don't  think  you 
enjoyed  staying  at  home  to-night  either. 
Ha !  ha :  ha !  it  was  rather  rich  getting 
both  the  parent  birds  to  join  in  it,  and  both 
so  innocently.  There  was  some  fun  in  that. 
It  made  you  cry  a  little,  didn't  it  ?  Not  half 
enough,  though.  Now  look  here,  Maddy" 
— all  at  once  another  note  was  struck  in  the 
speaker's  voice,  and  instead  of  the  rowdy 
tones  of  the  bully,  an  anxious  supplicating 
whine,  the  whine  of  a  mendicant,  took  its 
place.  "  Look  here,"  said  Tom,  "  enough  of 
this.  I  wasn't  in  earnest — not  above  the 
half  at  least :  I  only  wanted  to  bother  you. 
You  are  such  a  confounded  little  fool  that 
you  go  and  get  ideas  into  your  head  for 
which  there  is  not  the  slightest  occasion, 
and  which  no  one  with  any  sense  would 
ever  dream  of.  Because  a  fellow  asks  for 
a  glass  of  brandy,  a  thing  that  any  fellow 
might  ask  for,  you   go  and  turn  up  tlie 
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whites  of  your  eyes.  Why,  I  ought  not  to 
need  to  ask,  it  ought  to  be  offered  me,  and 
would,  if  my  people  were  like  anybody  else's 
— but  you  know  what  an  old-fashioned  set 
they  are.  It's  all  a  matter  of  prejudice. 
My  father  would  be  the  last  person  in  the 
world  to  wish  to  keep  anything  from  me, 
only  he  is  frightened,  he's  nervous,  he  thinks 
it's  not  the  thirig ;  and  my  mother  has  an 
idea  that  spoon-meat  is  all  I  am  or  ever  will 
be  fit  for — a  basin  of  gruel,  or  boiled  bread- 
and-milk,  or  some  such  slop ;  so,  as  I  am  a 
peaceable  sort  of  a  chap,  and  don't  wish  to 
have  rows,  instead  of  kicking  up  a  dust  and 
saying  '  I  must '  and  '  I  will,'  I  come  quietly 
to  you." 

She  made  a  movement. 

"  Of  course  I  know  what  you  are  thinking," 
proceeded  Tom,  in  the  same  bland  and  mod- 
erate tone;  "  you  are  thinking  '  Why  to  you  ? ' 
Now  just  see  how  dutiful  and  conscientious 
I  am,  you  who  talk  so  much  about  your 
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coii.scieiice :  the  reason  is  this,  because  I 
don't  think  it  would  be  right,  you  know,  not 
quite  fair  and  above-board  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing,  to  ask  either  of  my  sisters  to  do 
what  their  father  disapproves.  From  this 
obligation  you,  Madeline,  are  free ;  no  one 
could  blame  you,  and — I  say,  I'm  getting 
tired,  and  the  thing  is  as  clear  as  daylight ; 
you  saw  it  in  quite  the  right  light  the  first 
time — it  is  only  a  maggot  you  have  taken 
into  your  head  since ;  so  now  go  for  the 
brandy  like  a  good  creature.  Marks  will 
give  it  you  like  a  shot,  as  he  did  before, 
and  we'll  have  a  good  time  all  round." 

Madeline  looked  at  him  steadily.  "  Was 
that  what  you  sent  for  me  to  do  ? " 

"  Why,  of  course,"  said  Tom,  with  a  laugh  ; 
"  it  was  not  entirely  for  the  pleasure  of  your 
sweet  society,  my  dear  girl,  though  of  course 
that  ought  to  count  for  something.  Come, 
look  sharp  ;  I  tell  you  it  will  be  all  right  with 
]Marks.    Oh,  you  need  not  shake  your  head  ; 
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I  tell  you  it  will.  Marks  has  one  face  for 
one  master,  and  one  for  another.  I  shall  be 
master  some  day,  and  no  one  appreciates  that 
fact  more  than  does  old  Marks ;  but  Lor'  bless 
you,  he  means  to  keep  a  good  place,  so  he 
soft-sawders  the  governor  too.  You  go  for  the 
brandy.  And  I  say,  just  ask  it  for  yourself, 
you  understand.  You  are  a  little  bit  ill — 
faint — aren't  you?  Oh  yes,  you  are;  that 
was  why  you  didn't  go  to  the  ball — and  you 
think  that  a  glass  of  spirits  would  do  you 
good ;  and  you  will  just  take  the  bottle  to 
your  room  in  case  you  require  it  in  the  night 
— ladies  do  occasionally.  Marks  will  be  as 
sweet  as  possible  ;  he  will  make  no  difficulty. 
He  could  not  bring  it  me  himself  for  fear  of 
getting  into  a  scrape ;  but  what  harm  could 
there  be  in  only  giving  a  little  cordial  to 
]Miss  Madeline  ?  Neither  there  is ;  no  sort 
of  harm.  Only  that  it  is  I,  not  you,  who 
am.  the  person  in  need.  I  do  need  it  too, 
with  a  vengeance.    I  need  it,  and,"  he  struck 
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with  his  hand  the  table  at  his  side — "  and, 

by  G  ,  I'll  have  it !  " 

"  Not  to-night,  Tom." 

So  soft  was  the  whispered  response  that  in 
his  excitement  it  failed  to  convey  its  mean- 
ing to  Madeline's  auditor,  and  seeing  her  lips 
part,  and  that  she  made  a  slight  motion  as 
though  about  to  go,  he  proceeded  eagerly, 
"Hurry  up,  then — there's  a  good  girl — and 
catch  the  old  fellow  before  he  settles  down  to 
his  own  bottle  for  the  night.  A  fine  gentle- 
man he  to  afi"ect  such  a  grim  austerity,  ain't 
he?  You  and  I  know,  eh,  Maddy?  Oh,  I 
have  taught  you  a  lot  that  none  of  those 
other  stupids  ever  dream  of;  I  took  a  fancy 
to  you  from  the  first ;  I  should  have  done  it 
to  any  one,  if  it  had  been  only  to  make  my 
mother  jealous,  but — well,  never  mind,  get 
ofi"  now,  we  can  talk  presently.  What !  ain't 
you  gone  yet  ?  You  are  turning  lazy,  madam, 

or  "  slowly  rising  on  his  elbow,  "  you 

— are  jovl  turning  sulky,  eh  ?  Which  is  it  ? " 
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She  was  silent.  He  saw  her  clasp  her 
hands. 

"Well?"  exclaimed  he,  with  such  a  sudden 
resumption  of  his  former  manner,  that  the 
poor  girl  started  and  trembled.  "  Well  ? 
What's  the  meaning  of  this  ? " 

"  I  cannot  go.  I  cannot  bring  you  what 
you  wish.  You  know — oh,  you  know  why," 
murmured  Madeline,  hanging  her  head  for 
very  shame  of  the  thing  she  would  hint  at. 
"Think  of  what  you  are  doing,  Tom.  Oh, 
do  think  of  it.  You  are  so  young,  and  all 
your  life  is  before  you  " 

''My  life!" 

"But  it  i-  «o  dreadful,"  pleaded  Madeline, 
with  the  burning  blush  still  on  her  brow. 
"  It  is  so — forgive  me  for  speaking,  Tom, 
— but  it  is  so  wicked,  so  degrading." 

"Ah — h,"  said  Tom,  with  a  long  breath. 
"  So  you  take  in  the  whole  case,  I  see." 

He  was  silent  for  a  few  minutes,  then 
lifted  his  head  as  though  with  a  new  reso- 
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lution.  "  I  have  been  wasting  my  breath. 
I  have  been  trying  to  hoodwink  you,  and 
you  are  too  much  for  me.  I  might  have 
spared  my  pains.  Yes ;  I  was  drunk— mad 
drunk — the  other  night  when  Sir  Thomas 
and  you  came  in.  And  I  suppose  I  shocked 
you" — slowly  and  scornfully — "and  you 
have  hardly  yet  got  over  it.  You  did  not 
think  it  gentlemanlike,  eh,  Madeline  ?  I 
thought  I  had  seen  something  different  about 
you  since  then." 

He  stopped  to  think. 

"  I  wonder,"  he  continued  after  a  while — 
"  I  wonder  if  anything  will  ever  be  to  you 
the  same  as  a  drink  of  brandy  would  be  to 
me  this  night !  " 

She  shuddered, 

"jNIadeline,  have  you  any  pity?" 

Her  hands  fell  by  her  side. 

"Think  of  what  you  might  do  for  me. 
Think  of  my  misery — think  of  a  poor  wretch 
brought  to  such  a  state  as  this,"  continued 

D 
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Tom,  with  increasing  earnestness,  "I  —  I 
haven't  many  pleasures.  Pleasures  ?  —  to 
drink  and  forget  my  misery  is  the  only 
pleasure  I  know.  Yes,  Madeline,  I'll  own 
the  truth  to  you,  I  would  sell  body  and 
soul  for  brandy  to-night.  All  this  day  I 
have  been  thinking  of  it,  and  you  are  my 
only  hope.  Since  they  sent  William  away  " 
(no  one  else  had  ever  known  why  the  last 
footman  had  been  dismissed,  and  why  Marks 
had  had  to  perform  his  functions  single- 
handed  since) ;  "  since  they  sent  William 
away,"  proceeded  Tom,  with  his  fiery  hungry 
eyes  fixed  on  his  auditor,  "  you  have  been  my 
only  hope.  I  can't  live  without  drink.  I 
lie  here  day  after  day,  thinking  and  thinking 
how  to  get  it.  Don't  turn  away,  Madeline 
— you  can  never  know,  never,  never  know, 
what  that  agony  is.  For  the  last  fortnight 
I  have  been  in  hell ;  and  then  the  idea  came 
to  me — you  had  the  chance  this  morning, 
and  you  put  it  from  you,  and  that  maddened 
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me.  I  swore  to  myself  that  you  should  stay 
at  home  to-night,  and  that  you  should  obey 
me  yet.  When  you  first  came  in  I  tried  to 
terrify  you,  for  I  thought  it  was  my  best 
way ;  but  you  are  a  brave  plucky  girl,  and 
would  not  be  frightened.  Now  you  are 
going  to  be  a  ministering  angel,  and  get  me 
what  I  want  out  of  purest  compassion.  See 
now,  how  humbly  I  plead  for  it !  Guess,  if 
you  can,  what  tortures  I  endure  before  I 
would  humiliate  myself  like  this.  Just  this 
once.  I  know  very  well  it's  wicked  and  all 
that,  and  I  shall  stop  it;  why,  of  course  I 
mean  to  stop  it,  when  I  get  stronger — but 
I  can't  to  -  night.  No,  I  can't  begin  to- 
night.    Just  this  once — this  once — dearest 

]\Iadeline  " 

She  turned  away ;  she  could  not  look  at 
him. 

"  You  need  not  remain  after  you  have 
brought  it,"  pursued  Tom.  "I  know,"  bit- 
terly, "I  know  the  sort  of  pleasure  it  gives 
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you  to  be  in  this  room.  I  will  release  you 
this  evening,  and  to-morrow  every  one  shall 
hear  how  good  and  kind  you  have  been — and 
so  you  will  have  been,  in  the  way  I  like 

best  " 

"  Hush ! " 

He  stopped  instantly ;  there  was  that 
about  the  tone  and  manner  of  the  speak- 
er which  made  him  stop.  Madeline  had 
stepped  forward  and  stood  by  the  window 
in  the  full  light  of  a  bright  November 
moon,  for  the  curtains  had  not  been  drawn 
— and  the  expression  in  her  eye  and  the 
resolution  on  her  brow  was  at  once  manifest. 

"  Tom,  I  cannot ;  I  dare  not.  Say  what 
you  will,  do  what  you  will,  never,  never 
again  will  I  yield  as  I  did  once.  I  did  not 
know  then, — now,  I  do.  I  have  heard  you 
with  your  own  lips  confess  it,  and  can  you 
now  suppose  " 

"  Suppose  ! "  broke  out  Tom,  with  an  oath. 
"You  are  going,  are  you?    Going?  And 
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you  think  to  defy  me  like  this,  and  then 
escape.  Stop,  I  tell  you — stop ;  what  1  she 
won't  ?    Madeline  " 

No  answer.    She  was  at  the  door. 

"  Madeline,"  his  voice  was  hoarse,  but  not 
loud.  "Madeline,  beware.  If  you  tempt 
me — I  advise  you  not — Madeline,  Madeline, 
fool  as  you  are,  I  advise  you  not." 
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III. 

ALL  THAT  HAD  BEEN  GOING  ON  BEFORE. 

"  But  tho'  th'  expected  hour  is  fondly  sought, 
At  every  sound  her  little  heart  will  beat, — 
And  she  will  blush  e'en  at  the  very  thought 
Of  meeting  him  whom  she  delights  to  meet." 

— Knox. 

As  had  been  predicted,  nothing  was  heard 
of  but  the  ball  for  the  next  few  days. 
Madeline  had  to  listen  to  this  and  to  that, 
and  to  be  interested  in  all ;  to  feel  how 
unlucky  it  was  that  Blanche's  best  partner 
should  have  been  obliged  to  leave  early, 
and  to  rejoice  that  Flora  had  never  once 
needed  to  sit  out ;  to  be  pleased  that  Sir 
Thomas  had  been  prevailed  on  to  remain 
so  late,  and  be  concerned  that  it  had  been 
no  later;  to  be  convinced  that  many  more 
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Itesides  her  aunt  had  felt  the  cold  draughts, 
and  wonder  why  the  hot  soup  should  not 
have  been  brought  straight  to  the  hall  from 
the  kitchen,  instead  of  being  detained  on  the 
way  till  it  was  little  more  than  lukewarm. 

To  all  of  these  demands  on  her  attention 
the  absentee  was  able  to  respond  with  the 
readiness  born  of  a  cheerful  unselfish  dis- 
position-*j  and  it  was  only  now  and  again — 
and  that  when  really  there  was  nothing  in 
particular  to  draw  forth  interest  or  notice — 
that  she  mioht  have  been  observed  to  falter, 
change  colour,  or  grow  suddenly  silent.  For 
instance,  "I  never  did  enjoy  a  ball  more," 
cried  Flora,  for  the  twentieth  time ;  "  the 
music,  the  floor,  the  dancing  all  so  good ; 
and  every  one  was  looking  so  bright  and 
well,  so  happy  and  jolly,  and — and  " 

"  And  Mr  Cumberland  so  attentive,"  put 
in  Blanche,  archly.  "  That  is  what  Flora 
means,  is  it  not,  Madeline  ? " 

"Perhaps,  and  perhaps  not,"  said  Flora 
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for  herself,  for  it  was  at  that  moment  Ma- 
deline chanced  to  be  engrossed  in  some- 
thing else.  "Don't  you  put  much  faith  in 
anything  that  Blanche  says,  Maddy ;  she 
had  her  friends,  I  had  mine.  As  for  Mr 
Cumberland,  he  is  nothing  to  me — nothing 
really  to  me  more  than  other  people.  He 
dances  well — no  one  can  say  he  does  not 
dance  well  " 

"He  was  the  best  dancer  in  the  room," 
observed  her  sister. 

"  Was  he  ?  I  daresay  he  was.  I  thought 
so  myself,  I  confess ;  but  then,  that  might 
have  been  because  his  step  went  so  exactly 
with  mine  that  I  could  not  help  enjoying 

it  more  than — than  1  really  had  to  keep 

a  few  for  him,  you  know,  Blanche.  I  am 
afraid  there  were  one  or  two  who  gave  me 
black  looks  ;  and  one  enemy,  if  not  more, 
I  have  certainly  made, — but  those  men  are 
so  absurd.  Talk  of  women's  jealousy, — no 
woman  in  the  world  would  ever  be  as  jeal- 
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ous  as  a  man  if  you  do  but  look  at  another 
man." 

"Mr  Cumberland  show  any  symptoms?" 

"  I  don't  know  that  he  had  the  occasion. 
Now  don't  call  me  over  the  coals;  I  know 
you  are  going  to  remark  on  our  dancing 
so  often  together.  What  if  we  did  dance 
rather  often  together  ?  If  he  liked  dancing 
with  me,  and  I  liked  dancing  with  he" — 
and  so  on,  and  so  on. 

Or  it  would  be,  "  Mr  Cumberland  in- 
quired after  you,  Maddy.  I  opened  my 
mouth  in  your  praises,  you  may  be  sure  ; 
I  told  him  what  a  dear  kind  little  thine: 
you  were,  and  that  you  stayed  behind  last 
night  on  Tom's  account  —  and  mamma  did 
the  same.  I  heard  her  dilating  on  the  sub- 
ject with  her  accustomed  warmth.  Oh,  he 
heard  nothing  but  good  of  you  from  the 
family,  I  can  tell  you." 

Or,  "  Mr  Cumberland  is  staying  on  in- 
definitely at  the  Moor  Farm,  he  says.  He 
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has  no  fixed  plans  yet.  What  do  you  sup- 
pose a  man  means  by  having  'no  fixed 
plans  '  ?  Surely  it  is  rather  an  odd  thing  to 
do,  to  stay  on  and  on  at  a  rough  old  farm- 
house, after  the  shooting  is  over,  and  when 
the  weather  is  so  miserable  ?  He  must  like 
Galloway  for  some  other  reason  than  shoot- 
ing ;  should  you  not  say  so,  Madeline  ? " 

For  remarks  of  this  kind  Madeline  had 
no  answer. 

Mr  Cumberland,  a  stranger,  a  sportsman, 
and  a  bachelor,  had  come  down  to  the 
neighbourhood  the  previous  August,  having 
rented  some  outlying  shootings  from  Sir 
Thomas,  and  the  young  man  had  been 
looked  upon  with  favourable  eyes  by  the 
family  generally,  and  had  considerably  ad- 
vanced in  intimacy  at  the  time  our  story 
opens  ;  but  which  of  the  fair  ones  at  the 
Castle  was  the  object  of  his  assiduities,  or 
whether  he  had  an  object  at  all,  remained 
to  be  seen. 
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A  man  of  the  world,  accustomed  to  society 
of  every  kind,  agreeably  bold  and  accept- 
al)ly  easy,  it  was  natural  that  he  should 
pay  to  all,  those  attentions  which,  when 
distributed  amongst  many  are  as  harmless 
as  the  distant  lightning  that  spreads  it- 
self across  the  heavens,  but  which,  if  con- 
fined to  one,  would  strike  as  fatally  as  that 
lightning  when  it  forks  and  darts  straight 
to  its  point.  That  Lady  Seaton's  hand- 
some, broad -backed,  somnolent  pug.  Bubble, 
should  be  a  source  of  attention  and  interest 
to  Cumberland  seemed  as  inevitable  as  that 
he  should  arrange  Blanche's  drawing  ma- 
terials, or  nail  up  Flora's  favourite  creeper 
on  the  wall.  That  he  should  be  appealed 
to  by  each  a  dozen  times  a  visit,  that  he 
should  be  conscious  of  a  welcome  from  all 
directly  his  figure  appeared  in  the  door- 
way, kept  up  the  proper  balance  of  things. 
He  knew  how  to  please  all,  how  to  stand 
well  with  all ;  it  gave  him  no  trouble,  and 
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cost  him  no  effort.  AVhether  there  remained 
behind  or  lurked  beneath  so  genial  and  easy 
a  state  of  things,  a  deeper  and  a  tenderer 
sentiment,  was,  as  we  have  said  above,  an 
open  question. 

As  regarded  Cumberland  himself,  he  may 
perhaps  be  best  described  as  a  young  man, 
who,  in  many  respects,  was  very  like  other 
young  men  as  well  born,  well  educated,  and 
well  backed  up  in  all  relations  with  the 
world.  He  was  neither  more  nor  less  satis- 
fied with  the  circumstances  of  his  lot  than 
he  ought  to  have  been.  He  was  not  arro- 
gant or  exacting;  while  at  the  same  time 
it  must  be  owned  that,  without  a  trace  of 
that  vulgar  self-assertion  which  at  once  de- 
feats its  own  end,  he  was — perhaps  he  could 
hardly  have  helped  being — so  secure  of  his 
position  and  dignity,  that  they  had  never 
cost  him  a  moment's  concern.  In  person 
he  was  tall  and  broad,  with  movements  so 
graceful  that  they  could  have  been  the  re- 
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suit  of  nothing  but  a  form  perfect  in  all 
respects ;  but  his  face  was  plain,  and  it  was 
frequently  remarked  by  the  pretty  girls  with 
whom  he  came  in  contact,  as  a  sort  of  safe- 
guard to  the  hearts  which  in  spite  of  them- 
selves had  an  awkward  trick  of  palpitating 
when  Cumberland  came  near,  that  really 
there  was  not  a  good  feature  in  it,  and  that 
whatever  people  said,  it  was  absurd  to  call 
Mr  Cumberland  anything  but  ugly.  Yet  he 
found  a  way  made  for  him  everywhere — he 
got  on  well  with  everybody — room  was  con- 
trived for  him  in  the  fullest  house — a  niche 
discovered  at  the  most  crowded  table ;  he 
was,  in  short,  a  man  admired,  courted,  and 
run  after,  yet  who  had,  as  by  a  miracle, 
escaped  being  spoilt. 

If  such  was  Cumberland,  then,  in  society 
— if  he  could  hold  his  own  among  others  as 
young,  rich,  and  prosperous — what  could  be 
expected  when  he  was  left  alone,  stranded, 
as  it  wi^re,  araoiiL;;  the  (J;dl(iw;iy  moors,  after 
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nearly  every  other  person  of  any  sort  of  note 
had  departed,  and  when  those  who  remained 
behind  could  only  serve  as  foils  ?  Met  at  the 
first  under  circumstances  so  favourable,  seen 
continually  to  advantage,  whether  as  con- 
trasted with  the  less  polished  young  squires 
around,  or  encountered  alone,  amid  deep 
dells  and  romantic  shores,  what  could  fail 
to  be  the  result  ?  He  must  be,  for  the  time 
at  least,  the  person  of  the  place.  He  must 
be  talked  about,  thought  about  perpetually ; 
Blanche  and  Flora  Seaton  must  divide  him ; 
he  must  be  a  joint  possession ;  Madeline 
must  report  fully  on  every  occasion  of  her 
meeting  her  cousin's  friend ;  Tom  must  be 
made  to  wish  for  Cumberland's  society,  and 
to  beg  for  it  as  a  favour  to  an  invalid ;  Sir 
Thomas  must  invite  him  to  dinner  as  a 
charity  ;  and  Bubble  must  be  decorated  with 
an  Oxford  blue  ribbon  when  he  came. 

In  justice  to  the  young  ladies,  however,  we 
must  allow  that  although  vanity  had  been 
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flattered  and  interest  aroused,  the  indiscrim- 
inating  gallantry  of  Cumberland  had  not 
been  met  with  anything  to  feed  the  self- 
love  of  even  a  far  greater  coxcomb  than  he. 
Both  sisters  had,  perhaps,  shown  a  little  more 
lively  desire  to  be  talked  to  and  amused  by 
him  than  they  were  themselves  aware ;  but 
that  they  did  so  show  it,  in  itself  spoke 
volumes.  Had  things  gone  deeper,  they 
had  been  more  circumspect ;  and  Cumber- 
land did  them  the  justice  to  know  this. 

The  naughty  boy  knew  something  else, 
moreover,  and  something  that  concerned  him 
infinitely  more ;  but  of  this  we  shall  hear 
presently. 

On  the  morning  after  the  dance  Flora  was 
in  the  ascendant.  It  was  "  Mr  Cumberland 
said  this,"  and  "Mr  Cumberland  thought 
that,"  at  every  turn  with  her ;  and  Mr 
Cumberland's  absence,  for  he  had  gone  on 
a  short  visit  to  a  shooting  friend,  was  ren- 
dered endurable  by  being  able  to  talk  about 
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him  and  quote  him  uninterruptedly  for  three 
whole  days.  He  was  to  be  gone  till  Monday, 
she  informed  the  less  enlightened ;  on  Thurs- 
day he  had  departed,  and  departed  for  three 
days  —  three  lawful  days  —  three  shooting 
days  being  no  doubt  what  was  meant.  Sun- 
day would  be  thrown  in  ;  it  was  next  to 
certain  that  he  would  not  return  for  the 
Sunday,  to  spend  the  day  in  solitary  con- 
finement at  his  barren  quarters  on  the  moor ; 
and  nobody — with  something  of  resentment 
towards  the  father  who  had  been  remiss — 
nobody  had  asked  him  to  the  Castle.  It  was 
a  bachelor  party  to  which  he  had  gone,  the 
narrator  proceeded ;  there  were  to  be  no 
ladies  ;  Mr  Cumberland  had  been  most  par- 
ticular in  informing  her  that  there  were  to 
be  no  ladies,  and  doubtless  the  gay  bachelors 
would  be  very  cosy  without  them.  Mr 
Cumberland  had  not  said  so,  however.  On 
the  contrary,  he  had  seemed  to  consider  the 
visit  a  bore,  and  owned  to  having  accepted 
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it  hastily.  Indeed  she  was  of  opinion  that 
if  he  could  afterwards  have  been  oft'  it  with 
decency,  he  would.  That  he  had  gone, 
nevertheless,  was  a  certainty ;  and  almost 
equally  convinced  was  his  fair  spokeswoman 
that  as  he  had  gone,  so  he  would  remain. 

It  was  accordingly  with  something  very 
nearly  amounting  to  a  shock  that  a  certain 
pair  of  soft  blue  eyes  met  a  very  searching 
pair  of  dark  ones — met  them  full,  and  felt 
them,  as  it  were,  flash  reproach,  inquiry,  and 
remonstrance  into  hers,  as  Madeline  Seaton 
entered  the  little  old  parish  church  of 
Kildaverock  that  dull  and  sombre  Sunday 
morning  which  followed  the  events  above 
recorded. 

The  eyes  were  speaking  loudly,  in  distinct 
and  imperative  terms.  They  said,  "  It  was 
for  you,  and  for  you  alone,  that  I  came  here 
to-day ;  but  you — do  you  care  whether  I  am 
here  or  not  ? " 

She  had  not  supposed  Cumberland  would 

E 
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be  there,  Flora  being  so  confident  he  would 
not,  and  Flora  having  (a  still  more  sure  sign) 
stayed  away  herself.  Cumberland  was  a 
churchgoer  at  Kildaverock,  whatever  he 
might  be  at  other  places ;  and  had  his  part- 
ner at  the  ball  not  been  very  sincere  indeed 
in  her  convictions,  she  would  undoubtedly 
not  have  remained  at  home.  As  it  was,  she 
had  a  headache,  and  as  Sir  Thomas  was  also 
ailing,  only  Lady  Seaton  with  her  eldest 
daughter  and  niece  entered  the  old-fashioned 
whitewashed  little  building  a  few  minutes 
before  the  service  began. 

They  had  not  seated  themselves  ere  Ma- 
deline received  the  shock  we  speak  of. 

Cumberland  was  in  his  usual  place,  a  few 
yards  distant  from  the  Seatons'  pew,  and  to 
reach  theirs  they  must  pass  him.  Even  as 
she  entered  the  doorway,  the  thing  was 
done.  The  one  had  looked  the  other  full 
in  the  face,  and  each  was  conscious  that  a 
revelation  had  been  made. 
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Now  what  must  Madeline  do  ?  Her 
breath  comes  and  goes,  her  heart  beats  in 
her  throat,  her  hands  twitch  and  tremble. 
She  knows,  she  knows  how  it  will  be  by-and- 
by.  Can  she  listen  as  she  ought?  Can 
she  take  part  as  she  ought  in  that  holy 
service  ?  Alas  !  which  of  us  would  ?  She 
had,  as  we  have  said,  given  her  all,  and 
given  it  ere  she  knew.  Who  was  to  tell  her 
what  such  things  meant  ?  How  was  she  to 
guess  what  all  those  strange  new  feelings, 
those  tinglings  in  the  veins,  those  vibrations, 
throbs,  burnings  of  the  cheek,  and  tremblings 
of  the  lip  were  leading  to  ? 

And  following  on  the  meeting,  the  chance 
aside,  or  the  eagerly  embraced  opportunity 
which  had  called  forth  such  emotions,  had 
there  not  been  hours  of  sweet  stolen  reverie, 
of  exquisite  recollections,  a  counting  over 
and  over  of  her  treasures,  and  a  hidden 
clasping  of  them  deeper  and  deeper  to  her 
heart  ? 
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There  might  have  been  but  a  word — a 
look.  It  had  passed  and  vanished  away,  and 
yet  it  was  ever  with  her.  Over  and  over 
again  in  the  long  hours  of  the  night  would 
pass  in  review  the  little  gallery  of  her 
possessions.  Could  he  have  meant  this? 
Could  he  have  thought  that  ?  Did  he  know, 
did  he  guess,  did  he  care  what  her  thoughts 
were  ? 

And  now  how  shy,  how  frightened,  how 
dumb  had  Madeline  become  in  Cumberland's 
presence ! 

At  the  first  she  had  laughed  and  jested 
and  prattled  as  gaily  as  a  humming-bird. 
The  two  had  had  more  than  one  merry  meet- 
ing— accidentally,  of  course ;  for  how  was  she 
to  suspect  that  the  communicative  Flora  or 
the  exact  Blanche  had  been  severally  drawn 
into  lettino;  fall  intimations  of  their  cousin's 
haunts  and  habits,  which  had  been  acted 
upon  on  the  instant  ?  but  Madeline  had  then 
been  innocent  as  the  day,  and  had  run  in  all 
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glowing  with  the  basket  of  sea-shells  which 
Cumberland  had  helped  to  gather,  or  the 
moss  from  the  woods  which  he  had  untwined. 
He  had  been  wary,  and  had  tamed  his  nest- 
ling gently  to  his  hand.  She  had  been  his 
in  heart  and  thought,  almost  his  in  words, 
ere  she  herself  had  dreamed  as  much. 

And  then  at  last  he  had  startled  her,  or 
she  had  startled  herself. 

All  at  once  solitary  rambles,  woodland 
expeditions,  lingerings  behind  in  the  great 
fire-lit  drawing-room,  or  chance  encounters 
in  the  dusky  porch  as  the  sun  was  setting — 
all  of  these  had  ceased  simultaneously. 

He  had  sought  her,  here,  there,  and  every- 
where in  vain.  He  had  haunted  her  favour- 
ite walks,  lain  in  wait  among  the  high  hedges 
of  the  shrubbery,  invented  pretexts  for  being 
up-stairs,  down-stairs,  for  being  early  or  late, 
out  of  doors  or  indoors,  according  as  she  was 
likely  to  be  the  same — and  it  had  been  of 
no  use. 
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She  had  not  dared  to  trust  herself,  she  had 
had  a  glimpse  into  the  unseen. 

And  accordingly.  "Confound  it  all,  can 
I  have  been  mistaken  ? "  debated  the  bewil- 
dered lover  betwixt  astonishment  and  con- 
sternation. "  I  thought  I  was  all  right,  and 
there  really  seemed  no  hitch ;  shy  little  thing 
as  she  is,  she  came  to  me  quite  willingly,  and 
opened  out  all  her  little  heart,  and — and — 
I'm  not  a  fool,  and  I  hnow  she  loves  me. 
She  loves  me  for  myself,  too.  She  has  never 
seen  nor  heard  of  what  I  can  do  for  her — she 
would  not  care  if  she  did.  I  have  won  her 
for  myself  and  by  myself.  And  now  comes 
the  rub.  They  have  been  speaking  to  her, 
I  suppose,  unless  there  is  something  worse. 
She  flies  from  me  like  the  plague,  if  I  am  but 
left  alone  with  her  for  two  seconds  after  the 
others  have  gone.  She  clings  to  Blanche 
and  Flora,  as  if  they  were  the  sole  supports 
of  her  life ;  and  as  for  catching  her  out  of 
doors,  I  might  as  well  try  to  catch  a  stormy 
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petrel  on  the  waves.  Well,  thank  goodness, 
she  can't  escape  me  at  the  ball,"  he  had 
concluded,  and  had  blessed  the  ball — Flora's 
ball — in  his  heart. 

It  had  never  occurred  to  him  that  Madeline 
would  stay  away ;  she  had  originally  been 
going,  he  knew ;  he  had  seen  the  smile  flit 
across  her  face  on  her  aunt's  remarking  on 
its  being  her  niece's  first  appearance,  her 
first  real  appearance  in  the  world — and  he 
had  himself  conveyed  to  her,  as  he  well 
knew  how,  that  he  was  with  her  in  feeling 
on  the  matter.  It  was  to  have  been  to  them 
both  an  evening  of  evenings. 

And  then  she  had  not  been  there,  and  he 
had  been  told  that  it  was  the  doing  of  that 
wretched  Seaton  boy,  a  miserable  cub,  whose 
very  existence  was  to  be  deplored !  What 
had  Madeline  to  do  with  him  ? 

The  vexation  and  disappointment  had  been 
acute.  When  he  thought  of  the  fair  flower- 
like face  and  dimpled  rounded  form  set  ofl' 
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by  girlish  finery — wlien  he  called  to  memory 
the  moments  he  had  meant  to  have  had 
when  once  more  he  should  have  compelled 
her  to  give  her  ear  and  her  eye  exclusively 
to  himself — when  he  saw  himself  cheated  out 
of  those  intervals  which  he  would  have  used 
so  well,  and  those  opportunities  each  one  of 
which  would  have  given  rise  to  another — 
and  when  he  saw — or  thought  he  saw — if  ;ill 
went  well,  one  moment  supreme,  one  chance 
for  ever  to  be  remembered,  all  swept  away 
at  one  fell  swoop — it  was  as  much  as  the 
well-bred  young  man  could  do  to  force  his 
angry  tongue  to  do  its  common  part,  and 
not  give  utterance  to  what  might  have  to 
be  repented  of. 

As  the  evening  wore  on,  however,  things 
had  faintly  brightened.  Flora,  the  chatterer, 
had  let  slip  one  thing  and  another  which 
had  involuntarily  contributed  to  disperse  the 
most  serious  part  of  his  woe ;  and  although 
he  had  missed  a  treat,  although  perhaps  he 
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had  lost  what  in  one  sense  he  could  never 
regain,  he  had  not  absolutely  lost  every- 
thing, when  he  had  learned  that  Madeline 
was  to  the  full  as  deeply  chagrined  as 
himself. 

It  appeared  that  she  had  not  of  set  pur- 
pose avoided  the  festivity,  neither  had  she 
offered  herself  a  voluntary  sacrifice.  In  the 
one  case  he  would  have  been  dumfoundered, 
in  the  other  furious. 

But  Flora  had  maintained  stoutly  that 
Madeline  had  had  no  choice ;  that  papa  had 
asked  her,  and  mamma  had  implored  her  to 
stay, — he  was  greatly  comforted,  he  could 
not  but  be  kind  to  such  a  consoler.  Poor 
Flora ! — and  now  we,  the  bystanders,  know 
all  about  it,  and  can  also  pretty  well  imagine 
what  brought  Mr  Frank  Cumberland  to  Kil- 
daverock  Church  on  the  Sunday  morning, 
when,  by  all  the  rules  of  bachelorhood  and 
sportsmancraft,  he  ought  to  have  been  a 
dozen  miles  away ;  nay,  more,  what  sent  up 
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into  his  eyes  such  an  eagerness  and  signifi- 
cance on  the  approach  of  little  yellow- haired 
Madeline  that  she  did  not  hear  one  word  of 
all  Mr  M'Phinnock's  excellent  discourse,  nor 
even  attempt  to  join  in  the  psalm.  She  was 
waiting  for  what  was  to  follow. 
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"you  look  distressed,  my  dear." 

"  I  trow  that  countenance  cannot  lye 
Whose  thoughts  are  legible  in  the  eye. " 

— Spenser. 

Lady  Seaton  had  not  used  either  carriage 
or  waggonette  for  church.  Sir  Thomas's 
Irish  car — a  rattle-trap  found  convenient  for 
the  moors,  and  good  enough  to  be  taken  out 
on  Sundays  when  the  weather  was  bad  and 
the  hilly  road  soft  and  heavy — was  in  wait- 
ing to  convey  the  party  home  at  the  close 
of  the  service ;  and  the  elder  lady,  escorted 
by  Cumberland,  who  in  vain  had  attempted 
to  slip  behind  to  where  the  girls  were  fol- 
lowing, was  presently  assisted  by  him  to 
ascend. 
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"Blanche  sits  with  me,"  observed  her 
ladyship,  looking  round;  "the  lightest 
weight  has  to  sit  with  Wilson,  our  coach- 
man, as  he  is  so  heavy,  and  Sir  Thomas  is 
particular  about  the  springs.  Blanche,  my 
love — oh,  she's  here.    Where  is  Madeline  ?  " 

Madeline  was  speaking  to  a  young  shep- 
herd in  tartan  trews,  with  a  plaid  wound 
round  his  shoulders,  from  which  he  had 
drawn  forth  a  small  parcel. 

"Some  wood  for  Tom,  I  suppose,"  re- 
marked Blanche,  stepping  lightly  up  beside 
her  mother.  "  I  heard  him  tell  Maddy  to  be 
sure  to  bring  it  carefully." 

"  For  his  carving,  dear  boy,"  explained  the 
fond  parent  to  Cumberland;  "it  is  such  a 
resource  to  him.  Don't  hurry  Miss  Made- 
line, Wilson ;  there  may  be  some  directions 
with  it.  Just  go  to  the  horse's  head,  he 
seems  rather  fretty  to-day ;  and  Mr  Cumber- 
land will  kindly  assist  Miss  Madeline,  I  am 
sure."    Cumberland,  busily  tucking  in  the 
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rug  round  Blanche's  feet,  felt  very  sure  in- 
deed he  would.  "  Dear  Madeline  is  so  good, 
so  devoted,"  pursued  her  aunt;  "and  here 
she  comes,  and  Donald  with  her.  What  a 
nice,  open,  pleasant  face  that  young  man 
has !  And  he  has  carried  that  great  big 
heavy  block  of  wood  all  the  way  from  the 
pierhead !  I  must  give  him  some  trifle ; 
but  I  cannot  find  my  pocket — ah  well,  I 
shall  not  forget.  Madeline,  my  dear,  be 
quick  now ;  oh,  thank  you,  Mr  Cumber- 
land," for  Cumberland  was  already  at  the 
other  side. 

With  the  polite  attention  of  an  indifferent 
assistant  he  was  aiding  and  arranging;  but 
the  spectators,  who  only  saw  and  did  not 
hear,  would  have  opened  their  eyes  and  ears 
both  had  they  been  in  little  Madeline's  place. 
Cumberland  had  but  a  minute,  but  he  was 
not  a  man  to  lose  even  the  fraction  of  a 
minute ;  ere  he  had  seated  her  and  buttoned 
the  apron  he  had  given  another  of  those 
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shocks  with  which  his  battery  was  over- 
charged, and  had  beheld  the  damage  it 
inflicted.  This  time  it  wa:?  iu  words,  very 
few  words,  very  trifling  apparently,  very  ter- 
rible in  reality — those  sort  of  words  which 
at  the  moment  do  little  more  than  confuse 
and  startle,  but  whose  power  increases  on 
reflection  until  they  come  to  be  looked  upon 
in  the  retrospect  as  written  in  letters  of  fire. 

Cumberland,  as  we  say,  saw  what  he  had 
done,  and  was  satisfied. 

"  Do,  Mr  Cumberland,  drive  home  with  us 
and  join  our  early  dinner."  It  had  just  oc- 
curred to  Lady  Seaton  to  do  the  civil  thing 
at  the  same  instant  that  she  was  experiencing 
regret  at  having  brought  no  groom,  and 
having  only  heavy  old  AVilson  to  trust  to 
in  case  her  voung  gifir-horse  turned  restive. 
Even  as  she  spoke  the  chestnut  was  fidgeting 
and  moving  from  side  to  side  uneasily,  and 
she  did  not  above  half  like  the  idea  of  Wil- 
son's dri-\dng  from  the  side :  if  only  AVilson 
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could  be  in  the  little  top  seat  which  was 
alwa}'.s  taken  in  the  car,  and  could  bo  adjusted 
at  a  moment's  notice — "You  have  the  seat 
with  you,  have  you  not,  Wilson  ?  " 

"  It's  doun  i'  the  place  atween  ye,  my 
leddy.  I  can  settle  it  i'  a  meenut,"  responded 
the  coachman,  willingly.  "Hey,  Donald! 
hand  the  horse,"  and  he  ran  to  the  back  and 
extracted  the  seat  from  the  receptacle  between 
the  sides,  almost  before  Cumberland  had  time 
to  accept  or  decline ;  and,  still  mute  and 
trembling,  to  Madeline's  horror — or  to  her 
delight — at  any  rate  to  her  confusion  and 
agitation,  the  next  minute  saw  all  arranged, 
saw  Wilson  on  the  seat  in  front,  Cumberland 
up  beside  herself,  the  remainder  of  the  apron 
shared  by  him,  his  elljow  resting  on  the 
cushioned  ledge  behind,  his  face  turned 
towards  her,  and  on  that  face  a  smile.  Three 
miles  of  a  tete-a-tete  drive  over  the  moor  lay 
before  them. 

"  Hey !  the  parcel,  the  parcel ! "  bawled  a 
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voice  from  behind ;  and  Donald,  the  shep- 
herd, was  soon  running  at  full  speed  after  the 
party,  with  the  parcel  in  his  hand,  which  had 
been  laid  down  by  the  wayside  when,  at 
Wilson  s  request,  he  had  gone  to  stand  at 
the  horse's  head. 

"  Hey  !  the  parcel,  the  parcel !  " 

The  car  was  already  well  started,  and  at 
the  unfortunate  moment  of  just  getting  his 
head  the  young  horse  had  to  be  checked  and 
brought  up,  to  the  annoyance  of  the  old 
coachman. 

"  What  for  could  ye  no'  hae  thocht  on 
that  afore,  man  ? "  he  demanded,  indigna- 
tion overcoming  recollection  of  his  mistress's 
presence.  "  '  The  parcel,  the  parcel ! '  'Deed, 
an'  it  would  ha'  been  nae  great  matter  for  a 
lang  loon  like  him  to  hae  walkit  ower  wi'  it. 
'  The  parcel,  the  parcel  ! '  Aweel,"  louder, 
"  be  quick  wi'  your  parcel,  then.  Hey,  noo, 
quiet  noo,  my  man  "  (to  the  horse) ;  "  noo-ny, 
noo-ny,"  soothingly  ;    "  are  ye  a'  richt  ? " 
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Looking  back,  and  scarcely  waiting  for  the 
reply,  the  rein  was  loosed,  and  away  they 
went. 

"Good  heavens,  he's  bolted!"  exclaimed 
Cumberland,  under  his  breath. 

Fate  was  cruel  to  him.  He  had  been 
swindled  a  second  time  out  of  one  of  his 
chances. 

Such,  at  the  first  blush,  was  the  sole 
thought  of  the  wrathful  young  man,  but  a 
very  few  seconds'  reflection  served  to  intro- 
duce a  more  serious  one.  It  was  all  very 
well  to  grudge  the  prospective  delights  of  a 
lover's  hour,  but  there  was  something  in 
thus  being  baffled  by  the  whim  of  a  runaway 
horse,  which  was  not  precisely  a  matter  of 
secondary  importance. 

The  car  was  dashing  along  at  a  fine  rate. 

Happily  their  way  led  across  a  long  stretch 

of  bleak,  open  moorland,  with  neither  bank 

nor  brae  to  right  or  to  left,  and  the  excellent 

road,  cut  through  a  heather  morass,  offered 

p 
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the  safest  and  wliolesomest  vent  to  the  hum- 
ours of  a  frightened  steed  that  could  possibly 
have  been  imagined.  If  he  would  only  hold 
on'  as  he  was  doing,  and  if  nothing  came  in 
his  way  to  terrify  or  startle  anew,  he  would 
probably  quiet  down  of  himself,  after  another 
four  or  five  minutes,  and,  soothed  and  paci- 
fied by  the  voice  he  knew,  trot  peaceably  on 
for  the  remainder  of  the  way.  If,  on  the 
other  hand,  they  Avcre  to  come  into  collision 
with  any  other  vehicle,  or  if  even  the  parties 
of  walkers  who  were  now  trudffing;  on  their 
homeward  way  from  the  kirk  were  in  any 
way,  by  attempting  a  rescue  or  otherwise,  to 
add  to  the  scare,  Cumberland  scarcely  liked 
to  think  of  what  might  be  the  result.  In- 
voluntarily his  arm  stole  round  the  little 
figure  at  his  side. 

"  Are  you  frightened  ? "  he  whispered. 

"N — no;  not  much." 

"  You  need  not  be ;  /'II  take  care  of  you. 
There  is  no  real  danger,"  said  Cumberland, 
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stating  his  honest  belief.    "Still,  perhaps,! 
had  better  hold  you  so,  if  you  don't  mind. 
])o  you  mind  ? " 
"No." 

(irasp  the  rail  with  your  other  hand,  and 
give  me  this  one.  Oh,  that  parcel ;  let  it 
go.    I  should." 

"  Oh,  I  mustn't.  Tom  would  be  so  dread- 
fully vexed.    I  can  hold  it  quite  well." 

With  your  other  hand  then.  Give  me 
this.  So  ;  now  you  are  as  safe  as  possible. 
Don't  attempt  to  jump  out,  Avhatever  you  do. 
Promise.  That's  right.  We  shall  be  all 
rioht  directly."'  With  suchlike  broken  as- 
surauces  and  injunctions,  delivered  from  time 
to  time  as  they  swung  along,  was  j\[adeline 
consoled.  Perhaps  she  did  not  need  all  the 
consolation  she  got.  Perhaps  with  that 
strong  arm  round  her,  and  that  voice  so  deep 
and  tender  in  her  ear,  she  did  not  heed  as 
she  ought  to  have  done  the  situation  and  the 
1^1  ril.  She  sat  perfectly  still,  and  got  applaud- 
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ed  and  approved;  while  poor  Blanche,  who 
had  no  encouragement,  no  support,  and 
nothing  else  to  think  of,  was  secretly  anath- 
ematised, both  by  Cumberland  and  Wilson, 
for  being  unable  to  suppress  her  terrors. 

Even  her  mother,  owing,  perhaps,  to  the 
usual  comfortable  serenity  of  her  disposition, 
behaved  better  than  Blanche. 

"  I  really  do  not  see  why  we  should  not 
get  home  safely,"  she  observed.  The  road 
is  so  very  level,  and  " 

"  Gif  we  were  but  passed  the  lodge  gate," 
muttered  the  old  coachman. 

"  You  are  all  right,  aren't  you  ?  "  inquired 
Cumberland,  looking  round  to  gather  from 
WUson's  face  whether  or  not  his  nerve  was 
equal  to  the  occasion.  '  You  are  aU  right, 
Wilson  ? " 

"Eight  eneuch,  sir;  ou  ay,  sir,  hell  no 
hand  on  lang  at  this  rate,"  was  the  cheery 
response.  "  Xae  fears,  leddies,  nae  fears  ; " 
as  a  fresh  shriek  from  the  terrified  Blanche 
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brought  a  frown  to  his  broAv,  "  caiina  ye 
hand  tlie  tongue  o'  3'o?"  muttered  he  be- 
tween his  teeth.  "There's  but  ae  pLace, 
]Maister  Cummerland ! " 

"  Yes,  I  know — the  lodge." 

For  the  lodge  on  the  moorland  road  was  a 
full  mile  and  a  half  from  the  C*astle,  and  was 
not  alwa5's  so  well  attended  to  as  it  ought  to 
have  been.  On  a  Sunday,  when  most  of  the 
inhabitants  would  have  been  at  church,  and 
not  have  yet  returned,  it  was  but  too  pro- 
bable that  the  party  might  have  to  wait  for 
the  gate  to  be  opened,  or  even  have  to  open 
it  for  themselves — and  such  a  delay  might 
be  fatal. 

With  anxious  gaze,  then,  did  all  now  bend 
forward  as  the  low  stone  cottasje  came  into 
view,  and  with  sinking  hearts  did  they  per- 
ceive plainly  against  the  sky  the  bars  of  the 
closed  gate.  Coming  at  the  pace  they  were 
doing,  there  could  scarcely  be  a  hope  that 
they  would  be  seen  in  time  for  any  one  not 
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already  on  the  look-out,  to  run  and  unbar  it. 
Nevertheless,  directly  they  were  within  ear- 
shot, all,  with  one  accord,  raised  their  voices, 
and  not  without  effect ;  for  almost  imme- 
diately a  buxom  lass  ran  swiftly  out,  and 
darting  across  the  road,  began  to  undo  the 
fastenings  in  nervous  haste.  Another  mo- 
ment and  all  would  have  been  well,  but  that 
moment  was  not  accorded ;  the  terrified 
animal,  already  only  half  subdued,  and 
thwarted  thus  afresh,  swerved  violently 
aside,  slipped,  and  fell,  while  the  car  was 
turned  over,  and  all  its  occupants  thrown  out. 

Cumberland  was  on  his  feet  in  an  instant. 

"  Any  one  hurt  ? "  he  cried  ;  and,  to  do  him 
justice,  he  did  not  linger  by  Madeline's  side 
as  soon  as  ever  he  had  ascertained  by  her 
own  account  that  she  was  unharmed  beyond 
a  bruise  or  two.  "Lady  Seaton  ?  Miss 
Seaton  ?  But  luckily  you  were  both  on  the 
up  side.  So  glad  you  are  none  the  worse. 
Wilson  looks  shaky.    Oh,  no  bones  broken 
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here  either.  Now  for  the  horse,"  and  with 
some  little  trouble  the  poor  creature,  trem- 
bling and  shaken,  but  no  longer  mischievous, 
was  got  upon  its  legs. 

That  done,  Cumberland  returned  to  his 
magnet.  "  Wonderful,  was  it  not  ?  "  cried 
he ;  "  a  regular  spill,  and  nobody  the  worse. 
Upon  my  word  we  could  not  have  chosen  a 
better  place.  This  bog  is  like  a  sponge.  I 
am  afraid  you  must  be  wet.    Had  you  not 

better  rise,  and  "  he  stopped  abruptly, 

with  an  exclamation. 

Madeline,  with  a,  cheek  as  white  as  snow, 
was  gazing  blindly  before  her ;  in  her  arms 
she  held  the  treacherous  parcel  which  had 
wrought  the  damage,  and  to  which  she  had 
clung  through  all  that  had  passed ;  but  the 
fall  had  disclosed  its  nature.  It  was  no 
harmless  block  of  wood,  but  a  slender  wooden 
box,  in  which,  well  packed,  there  was,  or  had 
been,  a  dark  square  bottle,  with  whose  late 
contents  her  dress  and  jacket  were  both  com- 
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pletely  saturated.  The  fumes  of  brandy  filled 
the  air. 

One  glance  was  sufficient  for  Cumberland. 
Action  came  to  him  the  next  instant  as  if  by 
inspiration.  Before  either  had  spoken  or 
Madeline  had  stirred,  he  had  thrown  off  his 
rough  outer  coat  and  carefully  wrapped  it 
round  her,  and  that  before  any  other  eye 
than  his  own  could  have  noted  what  had 
happened.  His  next  movement  was  to  take 
the  wreck  of  the  breakage  from  her  hand  and 
convey  it  out  of  sight  among  the  moss-heaps. 
"  Now  come,"  he  whispered,  and  she  under- 
stood and  came.  The  others  were  at  a  short 
distance,  and  all  might  be  concealed. 

As  it  turned  out,  they  were  only  just  in 
time.  Lady  Seaton  had  begun  to  look  round, 
to  move,  to  make  up  her  mind  that  she  must 
have  Mr  Cumberland's  arm  for  the  rest  of 
the  way  home — and  well  did  Madeline  know 
how  much  the  poor  afi'ectionate  mother  had 
been  spared  by  such  timely  promptitude. 
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But  what  to  say  to  Cumberland  ?  How  to 
confess  to  him  ?  Or  did  he  need  enliohten- 
ment  at  all  ?  And  oh,  how  shameful,  how 
dastardly  of  Tom  to  make  her  the  uncon- 
scious medium  through  which  his  hideous 
vice  might  be  pursued  !  Poor  simple  Donald, 
little  had  he  guessed  what  he  was  doing, 
what  risk  he  was  running ;  he,  like  herself, 
had  doubtless  been  but  an  instrument  in  the 
hands  of  others.  And  what  others  ?  It  was 
all  a  mystery,  all  a  horrible,  wretched,  de- 
grading perplexity. 

One  thing  only  was  certain,  and  the  brave 
girl's  heart  did  not  quail  before  it  —  Sir 
Thomas  must  be  told,  and  none  but  her- 
self should  tell  him. 

"  Can  I  do  anything  to  help  you  ? "  The 
voice  was  Cumberland's,  and  it  was  his  hands 
which  were  fastening  the  clasps  at  her  throat. 
"  I  was  afraid  your  cousin  would  get  chilled," 
he  had  explained  to  Blanche  ;  "  she  alighted 
in  the  wet  bog,  so  I  have  cloaked  her  up. 
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and  perhaps  if  we  walk  fast  home,  she  will 
take  no  harm. "  Now  it  was,  "  Let  them  go 
on,  we  shall  catch  them  up  this  moment ; 
tell  me  can  I — can  I  do  anything  ? " 

But  she  had  to  answer  sorrowfully,  "No." 

No,  he  could  do  nothing.  It  would  but 
have  added  to  the  shame  and  grief  of  the 
unhappy  father  to  have  known  that  another 
had,  however  involuntarily,  been  initiated 
into  the  secret  trial  of  his  life ;  and  terrible 
as  she  felt  the  task  to  be,  Madeline  recoo^- 
nised  instantly  that  there  was  no  escape  for 
her — she,  and  she  only,  must  be  the  one  to 
give  her  uncle  the  information  which  should 
cut  him  to  the  quick.  Moreover,  Tom — but 
she  durst  not  think  about  Tom ;  she  durst 
not  call  to  mind  anything  which  should 
make  her  path  more  beset  than  it  was  al- 
ready. Sir  Thomas  must  be  told,  she  must 
be  faithful,  and — and  the  rest  was  in  God's 
hands. 

It  added  to  her  burden  that  of  Sir  Thomas 
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himself,  Madeline— iu  common  with  the  rest  of 
the  household, — stood  deeply  in  awe.  Never 
did  she  willingly  cross  his  path ;  and  as  for 
making  little  advances  towards  him,  or  hold- 
ing pleasant  intercourse  with  him,  as  she 
would  undoubtedly  have  done  towards  a 
more  accessible  relative,  such  a  thing  never 
entered  into  her  head. 

True,  he  had  never  been  unkind  to  her. 
She  could  not  call  to  mind  that  she  had  ever 
received  from  him  a  sharp  word  in  her  life ; 
but  he  had  held  aloof  from  her  as  from 
others.  He  had  never  had,  nor  affected  to 
have,  any  sort  of  interest  in  her  concerns ; 
and  he  had  never  done  more  than  briefly 
shake  her  hand  morning  and  evening  since 
she  had  come  to  reside  under  his  roof. 

As  for  kissing  her  ! — And  Madeline's  soft, 
round  little  cheek  would  have  tempted  an 
anchorite. 

Well,  she  had  nothing  to  complain  of; 
only,  if  she  could  have  gone  to  her  uncle 
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as  some  uncles  could  have  been  gone  to — 
if  she  could  have  held  his  hand  and  hid  her 
face  on  his  shoulder,  and  comforted  him,  and 
let  him  comfort  her,  how  much  easier  it 
would  have  been  !  As  it  was,  the  poor  little 
thing  sighed  —  yes,  even  in  Cumberland's 
presence,  she  sighed. 
"Come  in." 

Madeline  had  knocked  at  the  door  of  her 
uncle's  private  sitting-room,  and  it  was  with 
no  small  surprise  that  Sir  Thomas  beheld  the 
disturber  of  his  peace,  or,  to  speak  more 
plainly,  of  his  afternoon  nap — a  luxury  he 
always  indulged  in  after  the  early  Sunday 
dinner,  which  was  a  heavier  meal  than  ordi- 
nary at  that  hour.  "  Come  in,  my  dear,"  he 
said,  not  unkindly ;  and  that  the  worthy 
baronet  was  not  quite  so  far  removed  from 
sublunary  affairs  as  his  family  supposed,  may 
be  gathered  from  the  fact  that  the  first-fruits 
of  his  amazement  found  vent  in  the  inward 
ejaculation  :  "  Humph  !  he  might  have  come 
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to  me  first,  I  think," — the  "he"  in  no  wise 
referring  to  his  son. 

"  Am  I  disturbing  you,  uncle  ? " 

"  If  you  are,  it  is  your  first  ofi"ence  of  the 
kind,  my  dear,"  replied  Sir  Thomas,  with 
what  was  really  a  most  respectable  smile  for 
an  elderly  gentleman  interrupted  in  a  com- 
fortable snooze;  "first  misdemeanours  are 
invariably  condoned — eh,  Madeline  ?  Well, 
what  is  it?  You  look  distressed,  my  dear. 
You  surely  have  no  cause  ?  I  have  never, 
I  hope,  been  harsh  with  you  " — and  to  him- 
self he  thought — "  nor  will  I  ever  be  unjust. 
Dreadful  as  the  loss  will  be,  I  will  never 
stand  in  the  way  of  any  advantage  to  my 
brother's  only  child." 

"If  it  is  as  I  suppose,  eh?"  continued  Sir 
Thomas,  with  increasing  efforts  to  be  kind 
and  fatherly,  "  there  is  no  need  for  such  a 
very  solemn  little  face,  my  lassie.  Come, 
out  with  it.     That  artful  fellow  Cumber- 
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"Oh,  he  knows  nothing — that  is,  I  mean, 
I  have  told  him  nothing.  He  may  have 
suspected  —  but,  oh,  uncle,  could  any  one 
have  told  it  would  be  so?" 

"  My  dear,  I  hardly  understand." 

"It  was  not  his  fault  —  he  came  to  help 
me  up." 

"Very  natural.  When  you  were  thrown 
out  of  the  car,  I  suppose  ? " 

"  And  I  was  wet  through,  and  I  am  afraid 
that  he  could  not  help  knowing  that  I  was." 

"Probably  not.  I  cannot  say  I  see  the 
harm  if  he  did." 

"But,  uncle — it — it  was  not  with  water." 

"Not  with  water?  What  do  you  mean, 
chHd?" 

"  I  was — oh,  it  was  so  dreadful,"  sobbed 
Madeline, — "  I  held  it  in  my  arms — the  parcel 
for  Tom,  and  it  must  ha\^e  been  broken  in 
the  fall,  and  when  I  sat  up  in  the  bog,  I  was 
all  over — brandy  ! " 
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"  What  brutal  mischief  sits  upon  his  brow ! 
He  may  be  honest — but  he  looks  damnation." 

— Drtden. 

The  word  acted  like  an  electric  shock  upon 
the  unfortunate  Sir  Thomas, 

No  need  for  explanation  or  circumlocution 
once  it  were  uttered.  Starting  upright  in 
his  chair,  with  a  face  that  renewed  all  the 
terrors  his  former  mildness  had  for  a  moment 
dissipated,  he  gave  utterance  to  an  assever- 
ation which,  whether  excusable  or  not  under 
the  circumstances,  struck  a  fresh  chill  to 
Madeline's  heart. 

"  Brandy  ! "  he  cried.  "  Good  God  !  Has 
be  dared — has  he  actually  dared,  and  maij- 
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aged  to  elude  me  again  f  Marks — the  hypo- 
crite— the  scoundrel — he  is  at  the  bottom  of 
this.  He  goes  to-morrow.  He  ought  to  iro 
this  instant — and  I — I  thought  I  had  at  last 
— and  you  too,  unkind,  ungrateful — you  that 
I  had  looked  upon  as  his  best  defence — how 
could  you,  how  could  you  ?  You  had  seen 
him  once,  and  you  had  promised  me,  and  it 
had  really  soiMued  as  if  through  you  a  way 
had  been  opened,  but "  (with  a  groan),  "  but 
I  see  I  had  begun  to  hope  too  soon." 

He  was  silent,  and  slie  continued  weeping, 
— it  was  not  a  moment  for  words. 

Presently,  however,  he  raised  his  head. 

"'^rhc  cowardly  scoundrels! — to  bring  a 
girl  like  you  into  it !  They  gave  it  you  for 
him,  and  you  were  to  take  your  opportunity 
for  delivering  it  when  no  one  was  by,  or  you 
were  to  give  it  to  Marks  ?  " 

She  shook  her  head. 

"  Well,  you  do  not  know  what  you  are 
doing,  that  is  all  that  can  be  said  for  v<hi," 
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continued  Sir  Thomas.  "  How  is  it  likely 
that  you  would  ?  You  only  fancy  that  you 
are  giving  a  little  stimulant  to  a  poor  invalid 
— no  doubt  they  tell  you  that, — but  I  tell 
you — I  tell  you,  Madeline,  and  you  may 
believe  me,  that  call  it  what  you  will,  you 
are  killing  that  poor  boy's  wretched  body, 
and  still  more  miserable  soul.  Oh,  how  I 
have  tried  to  save  him ! "  groaned  the  un- 
happy father ;  "  how  I  have  watched,  and 
laboured,  and  tried  to  save  him  !  Long  ago 
I  saw  it  beginning.  He  is  but  a  boy  of 
eighteen  now,  but  he  has  been  at  it  for  the 
last  two  or  three  years,  always  on  the  sly, 
always  by  corruption  and  artifice,  always 
through  the  baseness  and  treachery  of  others. 
You  would  not  believe,  I  could  hardly  tell 
you  the  means  to  which  he  has  resorted ; 
and  yet  he  is  so  clever,  such  an  actor,  so 
wonderfully  acute,  and  cunning,  and  plaus- 
ible, that  he  imposes  on  all  who  do  not 
know  him  as  I  do.    You,  Madeline,  it  was 

0 
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you  who,  when  you  found  him  lately  in  that 
deplorable  state,  first  gave  me  hope  that  he 
might  yet  be  reclaimed  without  the  know- 
ledge of  others.  My  girl,  you  did  not  know 
him.  You  have  not  yet  any  conception 
of  the  tortuous  underhand  ways  he  goes 
about  to  get  that  accursed  poison.  There  is 
nothing  so  low  but  what  he  would  stoop  to 
it,  nothing  so  bad  that  he  would  stick  at  it. 
Drink,  drink,  drink, — again  and  again  I  have 
found  out  his  accomplices  ;  and  again  and 
again  he  has  bribed  over  new  ones.  Un- 
luckily he  has  money  of  his  own,  which,  so 
far,  I  have  not  been  able  to  keep  from  him 
— that  must  be  my  next  care.  Since  you 
came,  and  were  so  much  with  him,  and 
especially  since  you  had  learned  his  wretched 
secret,  and  had  promised  me  to  watch  over 
him,  my  heart  had  been  more  lightened  than 
it  had  been  for  many  a  day.  I  had  thought 
your  presence  had  been,  and  was  going  to 
be,  a  safeguard.    His  mother  fancied  that 
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he  took  kindly  to  you  too — and  no  doubt 
he  does,  no  doubt  he  does  " — bitterly — "  but 
for  what  a  cause !  His  poor  mother,  she  so 
often  speaks  of  your  goodness  to  him,  and 
the  comfort  that  it  is  to  her;  for  she  still 
believes  in  him — she  would  not  be  a  mother 
if  she  did  not.  She  does  not  know,  I  pray 
Heaven  she  may  never  know,  she  has  a 
drunkard  for  her  son  !  " 

The  anguish  in  the  father's  tone,  the 
hopeless  despondency  in  his  air  and  words, 
struck,  with  so  profound  a  pity,  the  tender- 
hearted little  Madeline,  that  it  never  once 
occurred  to  her  to  think  anything  of  the 
frequent  insinuations  against  herself  which 
poor  Sir  Thomas,  albeit  a  just  man,  could 
not  refrain  from  making ;  and  accordingly, 
even  while  he  saw  the  tears  pouring  over 
her  cheeks,  he  still  concluded — or  perhaps 
concluded  all  the  more — that  he  had  to  deal 
with  a  culprit, 

"  How  often  have  you  given  it  him  ? " 
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pursued  he,  mournfully.  "  This  is  not  the 
first  time,  I  know;  but  on  the  only  other 
occasion  that  I  know  of,  your  evident  inno- 
cence made  me  believe  " 

"  Believe  still,  dear  uncle,"  cried  she,  sud- 
denly— "  believe  still  that  you  may  trust  me. 
Oh,  you  may,  you  may ;  I  have  not  deceived 
you,  I  have  not  betrayed  you.  Never  once 
since  that  time "  —  and  she  involuntarily 
shuddered — "  never  once  has  Tom  had  any- 
thing from  me.     On  Thursday  night  " 

She  paused. 

"  He  got  nothing ;  Marks  assured  me  he 
got  nothing,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  eagerly, 
"and  " 

"  No,  he  got  nothing.  He  has  been  very, 
very  angry  with  me  ever  since,"  whispered 
Madeline.  "  He  will  be  still  more  angry 
now.  Uncle,  must  I — must  I  stay  with 
him  so  much  alone  ?  Does  it — really — do 
— any  good  ? " 

"  You  are  weary  of  your  task  already," 
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said  Sir  Thomas,  bitterly.  "  I  might  have 
known  it  would  be  so.    It  is  one  to  wear 

out  any  one.    I  release  you  " 

"  But  I  will  not  accept  the  release. 
Forgive  me,"  all  at  once  cried  Madeline, 
straightening  up  her  girlish  form,  and  with 
again  that  fire  in  her  eye  and  resolve  on  her 
brow  which  Tom  had  noticed.  "  Forgive  me 
for  even  thinking  of  it.  It  was  only  for  a 
moment.  Now  I  am  ready — I  will  not  give 
up  hope — together,  dear  uncle,  together"  and 
as  she  spoke  she  sank  on  her  knees  by  his 
side.    The  poor  old  man  took  heart  again. 

"You  see  what  he  has  brought  me  to,"  he 
said,  with  a  faint  smile.  "  I  suspect  every- 
thing and  every  one.  You,  Madeline,  have 
acted  in  a  noble,  straightforward  manner, 
and  I  treat  you  like  a  criminal !  Poor 
Marks,  you  say,  has  proved  so  far  incor- 
ruptible, and  I  was  for  dismissing  him  to- 
morrow !  Then  there  is  the  shepherd, 
Donald — but — yes — he  must  go.     He  can- 


96  THE  HISTORY  OF  A  WEEK. 

not  be  perfectly  innocent,  even  though  he 
may  be  a  cat's-paw  in  the  hands  of  others. 
That  he  is  in  communication  with  blackguards 
who  have  no  other  means  of  access  to  my 
son  is  evident ;  he  must  have  known  scmie- 
thing ;  and  at  all  events  he  must  not  have  a 
chance  of  repeating  a  stratagem  which  had 
so  nearly  succeeded.  And  there  is  one 
thing,  Madeline,  about  this  which  gives  me 
a  sort  of  comfort — had  these  wretches  not 
been  hard  up  for  a  go-between,  they  would 
never  have  pitched  upon  you." 

It  might  be  a  comfort  to  him,  it  was  none 
to  her ;  she  saw  in  it  only  one  of  many  in- 
stances of  Tom's  malice. 

"  Would  you — could  you  go  to  his  room 
now?"  suggested  Sir  Thomas,  almost  tim- 
idly. "He  is  not  alone,  and  with  others 
there  you  would  the  more  easily  be  able  to 
allude  to  the  accident.  Cumberland  will 
help  you  out." 

"Yes,  uncle,  yes,"  and  she  was  gone. 
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Poor  Sir  Thomas  smiled.  "Yes,  uncle, 
yes,"  he  said  to  himself;  and  more  than 
once,  as  he  sat  and  mused  afterwards,  he 
repeated  inwardly,  "  Yes,  uncle,  yes,"  and 
it  always  brought  a  faint  smile  to  his  face. 

Blanche,  Flora,  and  Cumberland  were  all 
in  Tom's  room,  and  a  snug  and  harmonious 
little  party  as  heart  could  wish  they  seemed, 
no  one  being  more  amiable  nor  entering 
more  genially  into  all  that  passed  than  the 
usually  pettish  and  irritable  invalid. 

"Well,  Madeline,"  he  cried,  gaily,  "where 
have  you  been  in  hiding  all  this  while  ? 
We  have  all  been  wondering.  Come  along. 
Here's  Cumberland  has  been  telling  us  some 
famous  stories — ay,  take  a  chair,  and  you 
will  soon  catch  him  up.  He's  in  the  middle 
of  one." 

"We  shall  be  too  many  for  you  now,  and 
I  am  afraid  we  have  tired  you  already," 
suggested  Cumberland,  who  had  his  own 
reasons  for  wishing  to  break  up  the  party 
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now  that  it  had  had  an  addition.  "  Suppose 
we  leave  you  with  your  sisters  at  present," 
he  continued,  boldly. 

"  With  my  sisters  !  Humph  !  "  replied 
Tom,  while  the  sisters  themselves  looked 
somewhat  blank  at  the  proposal.  "  What 
do  you  want  to  run  away  for?"  continued 
the  speaker,  querulously.  "  But  I  suppose 
it  is  slow  for  a  fellow  in  here.  Only  being 
Sunday  afternoon  I  should  not  have  thought 
it  was  over  lively  anywhere.  However,  don't 
stay  on  my  account." 

"  I  am  sure  Mr  Cumberland  will  stay  if  you 
wish  it,  Tom,"  observed  Blanche,  brightening 
visibly.  "It  was  merely  out  of  consideration, 
for  you  know  you  are  not  to  be  overdone ; 
but,  indeed,  Mr  Cumberland,  chatting  quietly 
as  we  were  doing  just  now  does  not  in  the 
least  fatigue  him — does  it,  Tom?  And  he 
often  says  if  one  or  two  would  come  in  and 
talk  among  themselves  he  would  rather  have 
it  than  feeling  obliged  to  talk  himself" 
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"  Oh,  I'll  stay  with  pleasure,  of  course," 
said  Cumberland,  as  readily  as  he  could. 
"  I  only  thought  you  might  be  glad  of  a  rest." 

"  That's  a  privilege  I  often  enjoy,"  observed 
Tom,  drily. 

Flora  now  took  up  the  ball,  and  the  ball 
in  a  double  sense  it  was  which  turned  in  her 
hands. 

"  And,  Mr  Cumberland,  did  you  notice 
Maggie  Wardlaw  ?  The  youngest,  you  know, 
— the  tomboy.  Now  tell  me  candidly,  did 
you  ever  see  anything  like  the  frights 
those  girls  make  of  themselves,  and  Maggie 
especially  ?  Don't,  pray,  be  taken  in  by 
it,  Mr  Cumberland.  Don't  think  they  are 
very  intellectual  and  superior,  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing,  because  they  are  nothing  of 
the  kind.  They  are  simply  the  Miss  Ward- 
laws.  They  are  the  great  folks  of  the  place. 
They  may  do  anything,  wear  anything,  and 
be  as  mad  as  they  please.  Here's  our  bonnie 
little  Madeline  would  have  looked  a  guy  in 
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Maggie  Wardlaw's  toque  and  feathers,  and 
yet  she  asked  me  with  the  greatest  com- 
placency if  I  did  not  think  they  became 

her.    I  said  " 

"  Something  silly,  no  doubt,"  interposed 
Blanche,  who  was  quick  to  perceive  a  certain 
absence  which  had  crept  over  Cumberland's 
attentive  attitude,  and  which  she  put  down 
to  a  man's  well-known  dislike  of  female 
detraction.  "  Flora  gets  into  scrapes  that 
cleverer  and  more  ill-natured  girls  keep 
out  of." 

"Thank  you,  dear  sister.  Cleverer!  I  am 
quite  satisfied  with  my  own  cleverness,  I 
assure  you.  And  as  for  scrapes,"  cried  the 
voluble  young  lady  

"You  never  know  whether  you  are  in 
them,  or  not.  Well,  it  is  a  pity  to  take  up 
the  cudgels  for  one  who  is  not  grateful ;  and 
as  by  your  own  account  you  were  " 

"  What  was  I  ? "  for  the  speaker  had 
stopped. 
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"Upon  my  word,  I  don't  know,"  said 
Blanche  laughing,  for  the  two  were  on  the 
best  of  terms,  and  her  interference  had  been 
genuinely  good-natured ;  "  only  from  your 
face  I  felt  sure  that  you  had  been  letting 
your  tongue  run  too  fast,  and  that  you  might 
as  well  keep  the  repetition  of  it  to  yourself. 
What  has  become  of  that  headache  you  had 
this  morning  ? "  she  continued,  archly. 

"  Gone  like  the  morning  dew.  It  came  and 
went  with  the  greatest  accommodation.  If 
I  had  been  at  church,  for  instance,  I  should 
have  been  thrown  out  of  the  car  like  all  of 
you  ;  next,  I  should  have  been  frightened  and 
lost  my  appetite  for  dinner,  as  Madeline  did  ; 
next,  my  going  would  have  left  no  place  for 
Mr  Cumberland,  and  so  he  would  not  have 
been  here  to  enliven  this  dreary  afternoon  ; " 
and  as  she  spoke  she  looked  at  Cumberland, 
as  though  demanding  the  flattering  response 
at  which  he  was  usually  so  ready. 

There  was,  however,  no  answer  at  all. 
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"Mr  Cumberland  does  not  thank  you," 
suggested  Blanche,  also  turning  to  him. 

"Eh,  Cumberland,  what  have  you  to  say 
to  that  ? "  even  Tom  now  chimed  in. 

And  he  did  not  hear  one  of  them — he  had 
not  heard  a  word  of  the  whole  foregoing 
dialogue. 

Madeline,  when  she  entered,  had  seated 
herself  within  the  recess  of  the  farthest 
window,  a  window  which  commanded  a  view 
of  the  rocks  and  waves,  and  through  which 
a  red  autumnal  sunset  was  now  faintly 
gleaming. 

She  was  so  far  within  the  recess  as  to 
be  nearly  out  of  sight  of  all,  except  Cum- 
berland, who,  although  he  had  drawn  near 
the  opening,  was  still  within  view.  He  was 
leaning  against  the  wall,  mute  and  motion- 
less ;  but  there  was  no  disguising  the  object 
of  his  reverie — no  mistaking  whose  was  the 
form  on  which  his  silent,  absorbed,  all-en- 
grossed gaze  was  bent. 
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It  was  a  gaze  never  to  be  effaced  from 
memory,  never  to  be  forgotten  by  any  who 
beheld  it. 

AA^ith  an  emotion  in  which  rage,  triumph, 
and  amazement  struggled  for  the  mastery, 
Tom  Seaton  was  perhaps  the  first  to  realise 
the  truth.  He  was  furious,  he  was  delight- 
ed, he  ground  his  teeth  with  vexation,  he 
laughed  in  his  heart  with  pleasure  ;  the  sight 
gave  him  a  thousand  pangs,  and  yet  every 
pang  was  a  sort  of  ecstasy.  "  I  have  her 
now,"  he  cried  to  himself,  and  beneath  the 
sofa-covering  his  hands  clenched  till  the  nails 
dug  into  the  flesh.  "  Oh  yes,  I  have  her  now." 

All  his  recent  gaiety  and  sociability  had 
been  feigned ;  he  had  heard  of  the  break- 
down, and  had  not  dared  to  inquire  further. 
The  relief  on  discovering  that  in  all  proba- 
bility INIadeline  alone  knew  what  the  parcel 
which  had  disappeared  among  the  moss- 
heaps  contained,  was  considerable,  for  he 
was  by  no  means  destitute  of  a  desire  to 
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hide  his  unhappy  propensity;  but  still  he 
had  been  anxious  and  curious,  provoked  also 
by  his  loss,  and  by  the  probable  necessity  for 
devising  new  means  to  replace  it,  altogether 
in  no  real  good -humour,  and  with  no  real 
interest  in  the  scene  until  this  moment,  the 
moment  when  he  learned  Madeline's  secret 
from  Cumberland's  eyes. 

"By  Jove,  I  never  thought  of  that!"  he 
muttered  ;  "I  think  I  can  put  a  spoke  in 
that  wheel  too,  my  young  friends.  You  are 
much  too  good  for  each  other — much,  much 
too  good.  So  that  is  what  Miss  Madeline 
has  been  up  to  of  late.  And  that  was  what 
made  her  baby  face  all  red  and  glazed  when 
she  had  to  give  up  the  ball.  I  was  more  in 
luck  than  I  thought.  Oh,  you  shall  give  up 
more  than  that,  my  dear.  And  I  owe  you 
one,  too,  Mr  Frank  Cumberland,  for  taking  me 
in  like  this.  What  a  confounded  fool  I  have 
been  !  I  thought  it  was  for  my  sisters'  sake, 
either  or  both,  that  I  was  receiving  all  those 
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delicate  attentions  which  this  fine  gentleman 
bestowed  on  me,  and  thought  showed  him  oft' 
to  advantage  as  contrasted  with  the  poor 
cripple.  The  poor  cripple  ain't  quite  the 
idiot  you  take  him  for,  Frank.    If  I  don't 

think  of  something  "  and  he  breathed 

hard  and  fast. 

All  at  once  he  dashed  himself  down  on  his 
pillows  with  a  laugh  that  rang  through  the 
room, 

"  Eeally,  Tom,  how  strange  you  are  ! " 
exclaimed  Flora,  sharply.  "  What  in  the 
world  are  you  laughing  at  ?  There  is  no- 
thing amusing  going  on  that  I  can  see  ;  or  if 
there  is,  you  need  not  keep  it  to  yourself." 

"  What  amuses  me  might  not  amuse  you," 
replied  her  brother ;  "  people  must  find  out 
their  own  jokes.  I  had  a  very  funny  one 
just  now ;  but  it  is  strictly  private.  All  the 
better  for  that.  Public  jokes  lose  half  their 
flavour;  this  one,"  and  he  smacked  his  lips, 
"this  one  was  tip-top." 
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"  In  that  case  you  would  prefer  to  enjoy  it 
alone,  I  suppose,"  said  she,  with  a  toss  of  her 
head.  "It  is  a  pity  we  should  remain  to 
spoil  it  " 

"  A7ell,  it  is.  You  may  be  off  as  soon  as 
you  please." 

"  You  are  really  intolerable,  Tom ;  you 
grow  worse  every  day.  A  perfect  boor. 
Certainly  I  shall  not  remain  where  I  am  an 
intruder"  and  with  a  heightened  colour  and 
hastened  tread  she  swept  past  the  window. 
Ah,  it  was  not  for  Tom  that  speech  and  that 
departure ;  to  Flora  it  was  of  less  than  uo 
consequence  what  a  brother,  to  whom  she 
was  so  indifferent,  thought  or  said.  Cum- 
l)erland  was  the  real  offender :  Cumberland, 
whom  neither  Tom's  boisterous  mirth  nor  her 
own  displeasure  had  yet  disturbed;  but  who 
had  even  taken  advantage  of  it  to  approach 
the  object  of  his  reverie,  and  was  now  mur- 
muring in  her  ear. 
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Nor  was  Blanche  much  less  tranquil 
than  her  sister.  "  Absurd  !  "  she  muttered. 
' '  Kidiculous  for  Mr  Cumberland  to  try  to 
make  a  fuss  about  poor  little  Madeline,  and 
turn  her  head.  I  declare  she  looks  quite  per- 
turbed. I  suppose  he  is  trying  some  of  his 
flirting  ways  on  with  her,  and  as  nobody  has 
ever  flirted  with  her  in  her  life,  she  does  not 
know  how  to  take  it.  She  has  no  idea  that 
he  has  paid  both  Flora  and  me  any  number 
of  compliments.  In  reality  he  does  not  care 
for  anybody ;  he  is  not  thinking  of  falling 
in  love  at  all.  Why,  I  always  supposed  he 
looked  upon  Maddy  as  a  sort  of  child.  How 
she  is  blushing  now !  and  even  he  looks 
conscious — tiresome  man.  He  will  really 
make  her  believe  that  he  is  in  earnest  if 
he  goes  on  like  that ;  well,  I  shall  give  her 
•d  hint,  I  know ;  and  perhaps  if  I  depart  now, 
she  will  know  better  than  to  stay  on  here 
alone  with  the  two  men." 

H 
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And,  indeed,  Madeline  was  following  as  fast 
as  her  little  feet  could  patter,  when  Tom 
called  her  back. 

"You  will  just  stay  where  you  are,  young 
lady.  We  will  reverse  your  former  arrange- 
ment, Cumberland ;  my  sisters  will  go,  you 
and  my  cousin  will  stay.  Here  comes  the 
tea-tray.  Now  Madeline,  my  dear,  sweet 
Madeline,  sit  there  where  I  can  see  you,  and 
pour  out  the  tea.  She  is  worth  looking  at, 
is  she  not,  Cumberland  ?  And  as  good  and 
kind  and  amiable  as  she  is  pretty.  She  does 
whatever  I  tell  her,  fetches  whatever  I  bid 
her,  and  suits  herself  to  my  fancies  in  every 
respect.  Dear  Madeline  !  I  am  so  fond  of 
Madeline.  We  have  not  a  secret  from  each 
other ;  have  we,  Maddy  ?  Her  happiest 
hours  she  spends  in  this  room.  She  would 
not  leave  me  even  for  the  ball ;  did  they  tell 
you  ?  Ah,  she's  an  angel !  You  would  not 
suppose  I  was  a  lady's  man,  would  you, 
Cumberland  ?    You  would  not  think  to  look 
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at  me  that  I  could  be  Madeline's  fancy? 
But  so  it  is,  and  she  knows  it's  true ;  oh,  my 
pretty  Madeline — don't  be  modest.  How 
can  we  see  your  sweet  face  when  you  hang 
your  head  like  that  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  What 
fun  !  oh,  my  goodness  !  what  splendid  fun  ! " 
pointing  with  his  finger  at  the  trembling 
girl,  who  in  speechless  distress  knew  not 
which  way  to  turn ;  while  Cumberland 
listened  in  petrified  amazement  to  a  turn 
of  Tom's  humour  he  had  never  witnessed 
before. 

It  was  not,  however,  the  cue  of  the  malig- 
nant jester  to  carry  the  jest  too  far;  on  the 
present  occasion  all  he  sought  was  to  give 
the  impression  of  a  poor  weak  creature  who 
was  in  a  manner  subject  to  him  and  under 
his  influence ;  and  that  by  a  very  little  fool- 
ish badinage,  seasoned  with  allusions  which 
could  not  but  have  an  odious  meaning  for 
her,  while  seemingly  harmless  to  the  unin- 
itiated, be  could  disconcert  and  annoy,  and 
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cause  her  to  look  guilty  and  miserable,  he 
very  well  knew, — and  on  that  knowledge 
he  acted. 

Seeing  that  Cumberland  also  looked  grave, 
he  now,  however,  changed  his  note. 

"  Oh,  come,  IMaddy,"  he  said,  quite  ami- 
ably, "there  is  nothing  to  be  vexed  about. 
You  must  learn  to  stand  a  little  chaff.  Come, 
now,  I  won't  say  any  more.  Cumberland 
knows  I  am  only  taking  a  rise  out  of  you. 
If  you  were  not  so  a\\^ully  easy  to  get  a  rise 
out  of,  I  should  not  be  so  tempted.  Come; 
as  Flora  sa5's,  I'm  (^dy  a  rude  boy.  They 
will  never  allow  that  I  am  a  »;a/;,  you  know, 
Cumberland — oh  dear  no ;  I  am  to  stick  at 
being  a  boy  just  as  I  am  to  stick  to  this  sofa 
all  my  life.  Now  here's  Madeline  sulking 
because  I  chaff  her  a  little.  Lor',  what  a 
thing  a  girl  is !  Well,  then,  Cumberland, 
you  bring  her  round.  Ay,  she'll  listen  to 
you.  I'm  not  good  enough  to  approach  my 
sovereign  lady;  besides,  I  can't  get  up  and 
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stand  before  her.  She  likes  homage ;  down 
on  your  knees,  Cumberiand." 

"  Your  cousin  is  very  good  to  put  up  with 
you  as  she  does,"  said  Cumberland,  angrily. 
Then  checking  himself,  "  I  suppose  the  truth 
is  you  are  not  very  well  to-day,  and  we  had 
better  go," 

"We!"  echoed  Tom. 

Cumberland  reddened  in  spite  of  himself. 

"Does  'we'  mean  you  and  Madeline?" 
continued  Tom,  slowly  raising  himself  ou 
his  elbow. 

"That  is  as  she  pleases,"  said  Cumberland. 
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VI. 

A  BAHGAESr  SCORNED. 

"  Act  well  at  the  moment,  and  you  have  performed 
A  good  action  to  all  eternity." 

— Lavateb. 

"  She  has  been  restive  and  rebellious  for  the 
last  three  months,"  said  Tom  Seaton  to  him- 
self, as  he  looked  from  time  to  time  furtively 
at  the  pair  who  were  now  rather  silently 
sitting  side  by  side ;  "  from  exactly  one 
month  since  that  puppy  came  to  the  place. 
She  has  not  been  half  so  docUe  as  she  used 
to  be.  Now  I  know  why.  I  know,  and  I 
shall  take  my  measures  accordingly.  He 
has  heard  about  me,  has  he?  I  read  it  in 
his  face  that  he  has.  Well,  then,  let  me 
see.    Faith,  now,  I  have  got  it,  I  do  believe. 
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Good  luck !  I  see  my  way.  If  he  can  be 
got  to  think  she  was  bringing  me  that  bottle 
that  smashed  to-day,  that  I  am  in  the  habit 
of  getting  it  from  her,  and  that  we  are  both 
in  league  to  cheat  the  parent  birds — more- 
over, that  we  are  assisted  by  a  gang  of  dirty 
fellows  with  whom  Madeline  is  in  constant 
communication, — he  would  not  be  disposed 
to  look  upon  her  as  quite  the  spotless  lamb 
he  does  at  present.  He  would  be  discon- 
solate and  oppressed,  in  a  proper  state  of 
mind  for  something  to  happen — something 
she  must  be  got  to  do  or  say  in  keeping  with 
that  character.  What  it  must  be  I  have  not 
time  to  consider  at  present ;  but  there  will 
not  be  much  difficulty.  She  is  such  a  little 
fool,  so  easily  worked  upon  on  any  point  but 

the  one  "    In  saying  which,  the  speaker 

referred  to  a  trait  in  Madeline's  character 
with  which  the  reader  has  not  yet  been  made 
acquainted. 

In  her  childhood  she  had  been  subjected  to 
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influences  Avhich  had  left  her,  although  other- 
wise healthy,  intensely  and  acutely  nervous. 
Every  circumstance  and  surrounding  of  her 
present  sphere  increased  the  disorder.  The 
Castle  itself,  weird,  cranky,  and  ghost-like, 
was,  to  one  accustomed  to  a  modern  com- 
fortable English  mansion,  with  its  well-lit 
landings,  its  compact  suites  of  rooms,  and 
its  general  air  of  cheerful  commonplaceuess, 
a  strange  and  terrifying  habitation.  There 
was  something  chilling,  sombre,  and  desolate 
in  its  long  thin  passages  leading  nowhere, 
its  many  winding  rounds  of  turret-stair,  its 
numbers  of  unused  closets  and  chambers,  and, 
more  than  all  besides,  in  its  owl-haunted 
attics  and  battlements.  Many  a  time  had 
Madeline  shuddered  and  paled  as  she  heard 
the  sea  wind  whistling  through  the  crevices 
of  the  grim  old  ivy  -  covered  walls,  when 
she  called  to  mind  Tom's  ghost  stories  and 
ghostly  allusions. 

She  had  hated — oh,  how  she  had  come  to 
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hate  and  to  dread  her  new  home,  and  to 
yearn  for  the  gentler,  fairer  scenes  of  her 
childhood !  until — ah  !  we  must  not  say  until 
when. 

"  She  will  be  easily  made  to  expose  her- 
self, if  I  can  keep  off  an  explanation  in  the 
meantime,"  thought  Tom.  "So  now  to  get 
rid  of  this  Cumberland,  and  discover  what 
really  did  take  place  this  afternoon." 

Fortune  favoured  him.  To  Cumberland's 
infinite  vexation  there  came  a  message  at 
that  very  moment  for  him,  to  the  efiect  that 
a  neighbour  had  called,  who  had  been  on 
his  way  to  the  Moor  Farm,  but  that  on  hear- 
ing Mr  Cumberland  was  at  the  Castle,  he 
had  come  also  to  the  Castle,  as  his  object 
was  to  carry  Mr  Cumberland  off  with  him. 
He  was  now  in  the  drawing-room,  and  Lady 
Seaton  had  sent  to  let  Mr  Cumberland 
know. 

As  nothing  had  been  said  about  Cumber- 
land's remaining  on,  and  as  he  himself  did 
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not  know  whether  he  had  been  expected  to 
do  so  or  not,  a  more  unfortunately  ill-timed 
visit  could  not  have  been  made.  In  vain 
did  the  unlucky  Cumberland  cudgel  his 
brains,  as  he  reluctantly  followed  the  mes- 
senger to  the  drawing-room.  He  could  not, 
when  thus  suddenly  taxed,  and  when  his 
mind  had  been  so  completely  engrossed  by 
other  thoughts,  devise  even  the  hollowest 
of  pretexts  for  getting  rid  of  his  friend,  or, 
worse  still,  for  not  being  obliged  to  depart 
with  him ;  and  unless  a  fresh  invitation  was 
forthcoming  from  Sir  Thomas  or  his  lady, 
and  that  on  the  instant,  he  saw  his  case  was 
hopeless. 

Had  he  but  been  given  time — had  he 
had  the  remotest  idea  of  such  a  contingency 
arising — he  might  have  managed;  but  such 
a  thing  had  never  happened  before ;  neither 
Harry  Thornton  nor  any  one  else  had  ever 
hunted  him  out  on  any  previous  Sunday, 
and  that  he  should  have  chosen  to  do  it  on 
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this  one  particular  Sunday  did  seem  an  un- 
kind stroke  of  fate. 

One  feeble  effort,  however,  he  made. 

"  Eeally,  I  am  afraid  I  ought  to  go  home," 
he  said.  "  You  see — it's  awfully  kind  of  you, 
Harry,  but  you  do  live  such  a  terribly  long 
way  off.  If  I  go  with  you  I  don't  see  how 
I  am  to  walk  all  that  way  back  to  my  dig- 
gings to-night,  I  am  so  beastly  lazy.  If 
you  were  anywhere  nearer,  as  near  as  this, 
for  instance " — (for  what  will  not  a  des- 
perate young  man  say  at  a  crisis?) — "why, 
of  course,  it  would  be  different;  I  should 
be  delighted.  But  to-night,  yes,  to-night, 
it's  wet,  and — and  I  think  I  had  better  get 
home." 

Even  so  broad  a  hint  was  not  taken. 
Lady  Seaton  who  was  sufficiently  glad  to  see 
a  visitor  to  the  two  o'clock  luncheon  dinner, 
and  was  usually  hospitable  enough  to  be 
depended  on  for  further  civility,  was  on 
this  occasion  not  sorry  that  Cumberland 
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should  depart  before  the  evening.  Cumber- 
land had  done  all  that  she  had  brought  him 
there  to  do  ;  he  had  entertained  Sir  Thomas, 
sat  the  whole  afternoon  with  Tom,  and  pre- 
scribed for  and  bound  up  Bubble's  sick  toe ; 
and  though  he  was  sitting  with  the  dog 
in  his  arms,  pulling  its  ears,  nestling  its 
black  nose  to  his 'cheek,  and  going  through 
all  the  endearments  in  which  Bubble  luxu- 
riated, she  still  thought  she  would  prefer  to 
be  alone  that  evening. 

"Have  you  seen  Bubble  die  for  his  Queen?" 
inquired  Cumberland,  putting  off  the  evil 
day,  and  at  the  same  time  attempting  con- 
ciliation with  his  refractory  hostess. 

That  done,  "Now  he  must  drink  confusion 
to  Gladstone.  Bubble,  you  must  know, 
Harry,  is  a  Conservative — not  a  rank  Eadical 
like  you — now,  see  how  he  drinks  it ; "  very, 
very  slowly  pouring  out  some  tea  into  a 
saucer. 

Then,  when  the  laugh  had  subsided,  Bub- 
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ble  had  to  sit  up  for  One,  Two,  Three,  to 
snap  at  biscuits,  to  go  through,  in  fact,  all 
the  stale,  time-honoured  feats ;  but  though 
her  ladyship  admired  and  applauded,  and 
peered  round  the  table-legs  to  see,  yet  this 
could  not  go  on  for  ever. 

"  Well,  the  rain's  off.  Don't  you  think 
we  had  better  be  moving  ? "  said  the  young 
Scotchman,  who  was  himself  equipped  for 
any  sort  of  weather.  "  Good  -  bye,  Sir 
Thomas.  I'll  let  you  know  about  those 
pheasants'  eggs  as  soon  as  I  hear.  Good- 
bye," to  Lady  Seaton.  "Good-bye,  Puggy," 
— and  so  on  all  round. 

Cumberland,  with  the  best  grace  he  could, 
had  to  follow.  No  regrets,  nor  hopes,  nor 
any  intimation  that  he  had  been  meant  to 
stay,  were  forthcoming ;  and  though  this 
seemed  strange  to  him,  as  doubtless  it  may 
to  the  reader,  we  may  inform  the  latter  that 
it  was  simply  owing  to  the  fact  of  the  elderly 
lady's  being  out  of  spirits  from  the  effects  of 
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her  afternoon's  fright,  and  the  younger  ones 
out  of  humour  from  the  more  recent  ex- 
perience in  Tom's  room.  "  We  really  did 
not  want  him  any  longer  to-night,"  observed 
her  ladyship,  addressing  the  company  gen- 
erally. "  I  like  Mr  Cumberland  very  much 
— as  much  as  any  one ;  but  I  do  not  feel 
up  to  strangers  just  now.  My  head  aches, 
and  I  should  like  to  be  quiet  and  comfort- 
able. Sir  Thomas,  too,  is  not  very  well. 
If  we  had  asked  Mr  Cumberland  we  must 
have  asked  ]\Ir  Thornton  as  well,  and  that 
would  have  been  two  extra,  and  it  is  onlv 
five  o'clock  now ;  we  have  so  many  hours 
still  before  us,  they  would  not  have  cared 

to  take  their  books  and  read,  and  "  and 

in  short  she  was  well  rid  of  them. 

Wonderful  to  relate,  neither  daughter 
raised  a  protest.  On  any  other  occasion 
dissenting  voices  and  pouting  lips  would 
have  been  the  almost  certain  rejoinder,  but 
now  both  sat  mute  ;  while  Sir  Thomas,  too 
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much  taken  up  with  his  own  grief  and  per- 
plexity, which  had  just  received  a  fresh 
accession,  to  hear  a  syllable  of  his  wife's 
argument,  was  fain  to  let  it  drop  without 
entering  on  the  subject  at  all.  "  I  must 
go  by  the  boat  myself  on  Tuesday,  and  find 
out  where  and  who  those  rascals  are,"  he  was 
inwardly  resolving.  "  Brandy  is  not  like 
whisky.  It  must  have  come  through  sev- 
eral hands." 

Meantime  Tom  had  detained  Madeline. 
"  There  is  no  need  for  you  to  go,  Maddy," 
he  observed,  with  a  significance  which  in- 
stantly sent  her  back  to  the  chair  from  which 
she  had  half  arisen  when  Cumberland  rose. 
"  You  need  not  go  because  Cumberland  is  sent 
for.  Good-bye," — to  him — "Good-bye.  Don't 
trouble  to  take  this  long  journey  up-stairs 
again  before  you  go.  It  is  a  bore  that  you 
have  to  go — a  bore  for  us  at  least,  not  for 
you,  for  no  doubt  it  will  be  livelier  at  the 
Thorntons  than  here  on  Sunday — we  are 
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humdrum  folks ;  Madeline  sits  with  her  Bible 
before  her,  or  teaches  the  little,  dirty,  bare- 
footed imps  about ;  she  is  going  off  to  them 
now,  ain't  you,  Maddy?  And  Blanche  and 
Flora — well,  I  won't  keep  you.  Oh,  don't 
wait  for  her,  she  will  stop  and  read  to  me, 
as  a  proper  Sabbath  occupation,"  gravely. 

There  was  no  support  to  be  had  from  Tom. 

"And  so  you  thought  you  were  going  too," 
began  he,  eyeing  her  steadily  as  the  door 
closed.  "  Fie,  Madeline  !  'Tis  well  you  have 
the  grace  to  blush,  my  dear ;  you  were  only 
stopped  just  in  time  ;  and  to  be  running 
after  a  young  man  like  that ! " 

''Tom!" 

"  And  now  as  red  as  a  peony  ! " 

"  I  am  red  with  the  fire — and  the  tea — 
and — and  your  saying  such  things.  It  is 
time  for  my  class,  and  that  is  why  I  am 
going,  and  I  cannot  stay  longer  " 

"But  you  will  have  to  stay  longer,  whether 
you  will  or  no,  my  young  friend,"  said  Tom, 
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with  an  insolent  smile.  "  You  will  have  to 
give  me  an  account  of  a  certain  parcel  of 
wood  that  was  intrusted  to  your  care,  or  at 
least  which  was  to  have  been  so.  Where  is  it  ? 
Did  you  leave  it  behind  ?  Was  it  too  heavy  ? " 

"  It  was  not  too  heavy,  but,"  said  Made- 
line, quieted  down  as  the  recollection  of  her 
charge  came  back  to  her, — "but  it  —  was 
broken." 

"  I  thought  as  much."  To  her  surprise, 
Tom  looked  almost  amused.  "  Yes,  I  had 
made  up  my  mind  to  that,"  he  said.  "  It 
was  a  good  dodge,  was  it  not?  I'll  be  bound 
neither  you  nor  any  of  you  had  an  inkling 
of  what  was  inside  beforehand.  He  gave  it 
you  at  the  churchyard  gate,  did  he  ? " 

"Yes." 

"  Handed  it  up  to  the  car  ? " 
"Yes." 

"And  you  put  it  into  the  basket? — but  no, 
you  were  told  to  hold  it  in  your  arms — did 
you  hold  it  in  your  arms  ? " 
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"Yes." 

"Yes — yes — yes,"  echoed  Tom,  but  with 
tolerable  equanimity ;  "I  can  get  nothing 
but  'yes'  out  of  you  to  whatever  I  say. 
You  have  no  sense  of  the  ludicrous,  Made- 
line. To  think  of  your  receiving  that  neat 
little  parcel,  and  I  daresay  my  mother  im- 
ploring you  to  take  the  greatest  care  of  it, 
and  Wilson,  no  doubt,  made  to  wait  for  it 
— and  oh,  if  you  had  only  been  permitted 
to  carry  out  in  full  the  glorious  scheme, 
and  deliver  it  up  with  your  own  fair  fin- 
gers !  As  it  was,  I  would  have  given  a 
good  glass  of  what  was  inside  for  a  sight 
of  your  face  when  the  smash  came.  Ha, 
ha,  ha !  Where  did  it  go  ?  What  became 
of  it  ? " 

"Mr  Cumberland  threw  it  away  among 
the  moss-heaps." 

"Cumberland  did?  So,  so,  Mr  Cumber- 
land !  that's  another  for  you.  Oh,  I  have  got 
a  good  deal  to  think  over  from  this  afternoon. 
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my  dear  Madeline ;  don't  suppose  that  was 
a  facer  for  me.  And  how  did  Cumberland 
look?    What  did  he  say?" 

"He — he  said  nothing." 

"  Nothing  !    What  did  he  do  ? " 

"  Took  the  bottle  and  threw  it  away." 

Tom  paused.    "  Who  else  was  by  ? " 

"No  one." 

"  No  one !  What  do  you  mean  ?  Why 
don't  you  tell  the  truth  ?  No  one !  How 
could  there  have  been  '  no  one '  ? "  cried  Tom, 
impatiently;  "where  were  they  all?  And 
was  there  no  smell — no  delicious,  heavenly 
aroma  ? " 

"  Yes,  there  was." 

"  Of  course  there  was.    It  went  all  over 
you,  I  should  say." 
"  Yes,  it  did." 

"  And  yet  you  tell  me  that  nobody  sus- 
pected anything.  It  went  all  over  you,  over 
your  nice  Sunday  frock  and  jacket ;  and 
there  you  sat  reeking  of  brandy — a  pretty 
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object,  too,  for  a  young  lady  on  her  way 
home  from  church, — and  yet  no  one  was  any 
the  wiser ! " 

Madeline  was  silent.  In  her  inmost  soul 
she  shrank  from  unveOing  Cumberland's 
thought  for  her ;  the  swift  promptitude  which 
had  shrouded  her  from  observation,  and 
warded  off  remark.  His  care,  his  sym- 
pathy, had  robbed  the  moment  of  half  its 
terrors;  and  now  to  have  to  reveal  it  to 
Tom! 

"  Come,  no  nonsense,"  said  he,  roughly ; 
"  there  is  something  behind  this.  People  are 
blind  enough  and  stupid  enough,  but  some- 
body must  have  had  a  nose  and  an  eye.  Out 
with  it,  the  truth ;  it  will  have  to  come  at 
last,  so  there  is  no  use  shuking." 

"If  I  did  shirk,"  said  Madeline,  with 
spirit,  "it  was  because  it  was  such  a  dis- 
grace to  you  " 

"  Never  mind  about  that.  Say  what  hap- 
pened.'* 
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"Ml-  Cumberland  took  off  his  overcoat  and 
wrapped  it  round  me." 

"  The  devil  he  did  !  Impudent  jackanapes! 
He  was  by  way  of  making  it  a  secret  be- 
tween you  and  him,  was  he  ?  Confound  his 
airs !  I  thought  he  was  more  supercilious 
than  usual  this  afternoon,  and  so  that  was  at 
the  bottom  of  it.  Yes,  somehow  I  fancied 
he  knew  a  thing  or  two.  Hang  his  coat !  It 
is  to  be  hoped  he  likes  an  odorous  lining,  and 
one  that  will  make  an  excellent  reputation 
for  him — /  say ! "  Suddenly,  to  the  horror 
of  his  auditor,  the  cripple  sat  up  for  two  full 
seconds  bolt-upright  on  his  couch,  and,  with 
dilated  eyes  and  jaws  apart,  stared  at  her, 
as  one  evidently  newly  struck  by  a  purpose 
or  idea. 

"  I  must  go  now,"  she  said  hastily,  and 
once  more  tried  to  move  to  the  door. 

"  Well,  you  may ;  I  have  got  out  of  you 
all  I  wanted  to  know ;  only  one  thing — 
stop  ! "  f  ried  Tom,  as  she  was  leaving  the 
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room — "  stop  !    You  are  quite  sure — positive 
— that  no  one  saw  or  noticed  anything 
except  that  fellow  ? " 
"  Quite  sure." 

"  Then  I  have  a  proposition  to  make.  Sit 
down  a  moment,  can't  you?  and  let  me 
think."  He  frowned,  with  his  cheek  on  his 
hand.  "  That  alters  the  case,"  he  said  after 
a  minute;  "the  thing  can  be  done  again." 
Involuntarily  MadeHne  shuddered.  "  Poh  ! 
you  little  shivering  fool ! "  cried  Tom,  con- 
temptuously, "don't  stand  vibrating  there 
like  a  poodle  dog.  I  tell  you  I  am  not  angry 
with  you ;  I  don't  suppose  you  threw  your- 
self out  of  the  car  to  spite  me ;  and  as  for 
Cumberland — well,  I  am  bound  to  think  he 
meant  to  do  me  a  good  turn,  and  that  I  shall 
have  to  look  on  you  and  him  as  my  friends 
in  future,  eh  ?  You  seem  to  be  uncommonly 
good  friends  between  yourselves.  Look  you, 
Madeline,  have  you  ever  found  me  blind  f  " 
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By  his  smile  she  read  his  meaning  only 
too  well,  and  a  flood  of  crimson  mounting  to 
her  brow,  showed  that  she  did  so. 

"  You  are  pretty  quick,  too,"  continued 
Tom,  nodding  his  satisfaction.  "You  com- 
prehend without  waste  of  words,  I  will  say 
that  for  you.  Now  you  and  I  must  under- 
stand each  other.  I,  on  my  part,  will  give 
you  my  solemn  word  of  honour  to  say  nothing 
to  any  one  as  to  my  discovery,  if  you,  on  your 
side,  will  give  me  the  same,  and  say  nothing 
of  yours.  Moreover,  it  must  be  agreed  upon 
that  both  be  equally  reticent  as  to  anything 
that  happens  in  future.  Do  you  follow 
me  ?    You  shall  meet  Cumberland  " 

"  Oh,  Tom  ! " 

"  Well,  well,  there  shall  be  no  particulars  : 
all  I  mean  is,  I  shall  not  interfere  between 
you  and  him  in  any  way;  indeed  I  shall 
rather  help  things  on  than  otherwise, — pro- 
vided —  always    provided  —  you   play  me 
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equally  fair.  Stop,  and  hear  me  out ;  I  am 
not  asking  you  to  do  anything  ;  as  it  goes 
against  your  grain,  you  shan't  be  employed 
any  more — I  think  I  have  served  you  out 
already  for  previous  insubordination  —  but 
all  that  is  now  required  of  you  is  to  shut 
your  eyes  and  hold  your  tongue.  As  to  your 
clothes  to-day,  what  have  you  done  with 
them  ? " 

"  Locked  them  up." 

"  I  suppose  they  are  spoilt?" 

"  The  gown  is." 

"  Give  it  to  Jane  to  get  rid  of ;  to  Jane, 
remember.  She  will  ask  no  questions,  and 
I  will,  myself,  make  you  a  present  of  an- 
other. You  may  accept  a  gift  from  a 
cousin,  you  know;  and  it  will  pass  that 
the  other  was  ruined  in  the  bog.  You  see 
I  can  behave  as  well  as  other  people  when 
I  choose.  Now  we  have  made  our  bargain, 
haven't  we  ?    You  have  nothing  to  do,  ab- 


A  BARGAIN  SCORNED.  131 

solutely  nothing.  As  you  have  sworn  you 
told  nobody  " 

"  I  have  not  sworn  that,"  said  Madeline. 

"  Well,  Cumberland  found  it  out  for  him- 
self; you  did  not  tell  him.  I  exonerate  you. 
As  you  have  told  nobody  " 

"  I  have  told  somebody." 

"You— have?" 

"  I  have  told  your  father." 

*'  My  father ! "  cried  Tom,  with  a  shout. 
"  My  father  ! " 

"  I  have  told  him  now ;  I  will  tell  him 
again."  He  scarcely  knew  the  pale  bold 
face  that  fronted  him.  "I  will  tell  him 
every  time  I  ever  find,  or  hear  of,  or  sus- 
pect that  you — that  there  is  this — traffic — - 
going  on.  I  will  have  no  part  in  your 
shameful  bargain.  I  will  not  hold  my 
tongue  —  God  forbid  that  I  should  !  He 
will  help  me — He  will — He  will !  Oh  no, 
I  do  not  fear — I  am  afraid  no  more.  Tom, 
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whatever  you  do  —  or  say  —  or  whatever 
happens,  I  am  afraid  no  more," 

She  raised  her  clasped  hands  to  heaven 
as  she  spoke,  stood  one  moment  still  in  the 
doorway,  and  glided  noiselessly  out. 

He  did  not  attempt  to  detain  her. 
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flora's  lesson. 

"  The  mind  of  mortals,  in  perverseness  strong, 
Imbibes  with  dire  docility  the  wrong." 

^  — JUTENIS. 

"  Flora,"  said  Tom,  on  the  following  day, 
"  it  seems  to  me  that  your  friend  Cumber- 
land has  not  been  acting  quite  on  the 
square  by  you  and  Blanche." 

"What  —  what  do  you  mean?"  replied 
she,  somewhat  taken  aback  by  so  very 
personal  a  remark. 

"  I  don't  pretend  to  know  about  such 
things,  of  course,"  said  Tom,  mildly.  "  It 
is  not  likely  that  my  opinion  can  be  worth 
much,  and  perhaps  I  am  mistaken  altogether. 
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It  may  liave  been  a  mere  fancy  of  my  own, 
but  I  bad  certainly  tbought  tbat  oui"  ac- 
quaintance at  tbe  Moor  Farm  bad  been 
growing  of  late  ratber  particular  in  bis 
attentions  to  me  —  and  tbe  poor  brotber 
always  knows  wbat  that  means.  However, 
if  you  are  satisfied  " 

"  Why — ^wby — satisfied  ?  Ye — es,  to  be 
sure,"  said  Flora,  moving  some  ornaments 
on  tbe  mantelpiece  uneasily.  "  That  is  to 
say,  Mr  Cumberland  and  I  are  very  good 
friends  " 

"  And  you  f    Ob,  it  was  you,  tben  ?  " 

"  Was ! " 

"  I  mean  it  was  not  Blancbe  ?  " 

"  Blancbe  ?    No,  indeed." 

"  Tben  it  was  as  I  tbougbt.  He  bad  been 
paying  court,  to  you  ;  be  bad  sought  you 
out ;  at  any  rate  be  bad  preferred  you  to 
Blancbe — or,  at  least,  be  had  not  preferred 
Blancbe  to  you.  Tbat  was  the  state  of 
affairs  a  week  ago.    Did  it  strike  you  tbat 
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it  was  not  precisely  the  state  of  affaii-s 
yesterday  ? " 

"  You  mean,  I  suppose,  that  yesterday  he 
was  talking  to  Madeline  ? " 

"  Talking  ?  WeU,  call  it  that,  if  you  like. 
I  should  have  given  it  a  stronger  name." 

"  I  don't  know,  I  am  sure,"  said  Flora, 
reluctantly.  "  Mr  Cumberland  is  a  flirt,  of 
course,  and  I  must  own  that  yesterday  I  was 
surprised."  But  then,  she  did  not  wish  to 
allow  as  much  to  Tom.  That  she  had  her- 
self received  a  blow,  she  now  knew ;  but  to 
do  both  of  the  Miss  Seatons  justice,  neither 
of  them,  for  worlds,  would  have  laid  claim, 
except  in  the  veriest  jest,  to  a  man  who 
had  not  openly  declared  himself.  To  have 
seriously  owned  herself  wounded  or  morti- 
fied was  what  Flora  would  as  soon  have 
thought  of  doing  as  of  tearing  out  her 
heart  in  the  flesh. 

"  I  was  surprised  at  Maddy,"  she  pursued  ; 
"  it  was  so  unlike  her.    As  a  rule,  she  never 
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opens  her  lips  to  Mr  Cumberland,  and  never 
seems  to  take  any  notice,  when  we  are  all 
open-mouthed  in  his  praise.  As  for  him,  of 
course  a  man  may  do  anything." 

"  That's  your  creed,  is  it  ?  A  man  may 
do  anything.  Oh  —  oh,  then  of  course  I 
have  nothing  more  to  say ; "  and  he  affected 
to  turn  round  on  his  pillow,  and  have  done 
with  the  matter. 

His  sister,  however,  remained  in  the  room. 

"  I  suppose  you  are  alluding  to  those  two 
in  the  window  yesterday  ? "  she  said  at  last ; 
"  or,  do  you  mean  that  they — that  there  was 
anything  went  on  afterwards  ? " 

"  Eather.  But  what's  the  odds  ?  A  man 
may  do  anything,  you  know.  Cumberland 
is,  no  doubt,  of  your  opinion,  and  he  and 
Maddy  seem  to  understand  each  other." 

"  Were  they  here  for  long,  after  we  left  ? " 

"  Quite  long  enough — at  least  for  me.  By 
no  means  long  enough  for  either  of  them,  I 
should  say.    Cumberland  looked  as  black  as 
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thunder  when  he  got  Harry  Thornton's  mes- 
sage ;  he  was  keen  enough  to  have  remained 
on  here  till  midnight,  once  you  and  Blanche 
were  out  of  the  way.  Now,  my  dear  girl, 
don't  let  us  have  any  more  humbugging  ; 
you  are  dying  to  know  the  truth,  and  I  am 
ready  to  tell  it  you.  It  is  this  :  Cumberland 
is  red-hot  in  love  with  Madeline,  and  she, 
little  fool,  reciprocates  the  attachment.  That 
is  the  proper  phrase,  isn't  it  ?  Now,  what 
do  you  say  to  that.  Miss  Flora  ?  Come,  own 
up,  and  I'll  tell  you  something  more,  some- 
thing that  you  will  like  a  good  deal  better 
than  that, — spice  to  the  wine — syrup  to  the 
medicine.  I  have  not  yet  exhausted  my 
stock  of  information ;  but  unless  you  are 
going  to  be  straight  and  open  with  me,  and 
put  away  your  scornful  airs,  I  shall  just  shut 
up,  and  say  nothing  more." 

"  I  am  sure  I  —  I  don't  know  what  you 
mean,"  murmured  she,  in  a  subdued  tone, 
' '  you  are  so  odd.    What  do  you  want  ?  " 
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"I'll  tell  you  fast  enough  what  I  want. 
/  have  no  secrets ;  don't  you  have  any. 
Am  I  not  right  in  supposing  that  Cumber- 
land made  all  the  running  with  you  and 
Blanche  when  first  he  came;  that  he  cut 
out  all  the  fellows  who  had  been  at  your 
heels  before ;  that  he  conjointly  spooned 
you  and  Blanche  " 

"No— not  Blanche." 

"  And  certainly  not  Madeline." 

"  I — really  never  thought  of  Madeline.  I 
— don't  know  " 

 "The  truth,  I\Iiss  Flora,  the  truth." 

"  The  truth,  Tom,  is  simply  this  :  Mr 
Cumberland  has  been  flirting  with  us  all, 
and  he — he  is  a  better  hand  at  it  than  we 
are  ; "  and  an  honest  tear,  which  was  swiftly 
concealed,  rose  to  the  giddy  girl's  eye  as  she 
spoke ;  she  had  been  more  interested,  more 
captivated  than  she  herself  knew. 

"  That  being  the  case,  you  had  better 
forget  him  sharp,"  said  Tom,  coolly. 
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"  But  how  can  we  forget  him  if  he  likes — 
I  mean  really  likes  Madeline  ? " 

"  He  has  got  to  forget  her." 

"  I  do  not  see  that,"  said  Flora,  after  a 
pause.    "  She  will  never  refuse  him." 

"He  must  never  ask  her." 

"Tom,  I  do  not  understand  you,"  cried 
his  sister.  "  Never  ask  her !  Do  you  mean 
— do  you  suppose — that  I — that  any  of  us 
would  do  anything  to  prevent  it  ?  Do  you 
imagine  that  I  would  treat  any  one,  least 
of  all  poor  dear  little  Madeline,  so  ?  If  that 
is  your  idea,  sir,  you  have  come  to  the  wrong 
person.  Maddy  is  welcome  to  Mr  Cumber- 
land for  me.  I — don't  think  he  has  behaved 
altogether  well,  —  I  can't  say  I  do ;  but  if 
what  you  say  is  true,  she  at  least  is  not  to 
blame ;  he  might  have  been  more  honest — at 
least  more  open ; — but  at  any  rate  we  can- 
not say  he  has  done  anything  to  justify  a 
withdrawal  of  our  friendship.  If  he  marries 
Madeline  " 

K 
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"Ah,  but  he  shan't  marry  Madeline." 

"  Who  is  to  prevent  him  ?    You  ? " 

"  No,  not  me.  Miss  Minx ;  you  might  have 
spared  your  taunt.  Not  but  what  perhaps 
I  may  be  at  the  bottom  of  it  —  however, 
there  is  no  need  to  quarrel.  I  know  what 
you  wish  to  say,  you  have  been  rather 
'  done '  in  this  matter ;  but  for  all  that,  you 
don't  mean  to  behave  shabbily,  and,  of 
course,  it  would  be  behaving  shabbily — dirt 
shabbily — to  try  to  chisel  your  poor  friend- 
less cousin  out  of  an  eligible  suitor.  The 
point  is,  whether  such  a  suitor  presents  him- 
self in  the  person  of  Mr  Frank  Cumberland  ? 
I  say.  No." 

"Why  not?  There  can  be  no  sort  of 
objection  to  Mr  Cumberland.  You  know," 
she  added,  with  a  slight  blush,  "you  know 
how  pleased  mamma  was  at  hearing  from 
the  Wardlaws'  friends,  who  are  his  neigh- 
bours in  Devonshire,  such  a  good  account 
of  him/' 
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"  What  did  they  say  ? " 

"  Oh,  that  he  is  rich,  popular,  well-born, 
his  own  master — everything." 

"  It  did  not  occur  to  them  to  add  '  respect- 
able '  ? " 

"I  daresay  it  did;  but,  of  course,  that  we 
can  see  for  ourselves.  Having  been  so  much 
with  us  for  the  last  four  or  five  months  " 

"Three  and  a  half." 

"  Enough  at  any  rate  to  know  what  is  in 
him." 

"That  just  shows  the  contrary — or  rather 
it  shows  how  impossible  it  is  for  women  to 
find  out  at  all ;  it  is  a  man  who  is  needed 
in  a  case  of  the  kind.  Oh,  you  don't  think 
I  am  much  of  a  man ;  but  any  way  I  have 
found  out  one  thing  about  this  fine  Cumber- 
land of  yours  that  not  one  of  you  has  ever 
spotted,  or  would  ever  have  spotted  until 
it  was  too  late.  Once  married,  his  wife 
would  have  found  it  out  fast  enough." 

"  Tom  '—What  is  it  ?  " 
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"Oh,  you  needn't  look  so  scared.  It's  the 
same  with  lots  of  fellows ;  only  one  doesn't 
choose  them  for  near  connections,  if  one  hap- 
pens to  know.  Luckily  I  have  discovered 
it  just  in  time." 

"  Discovered  it !    Discovered  what  ? " 

"  That  Cumberland  —  drinks  !  "  said  Tom, 
almost  in  a  whisper. 

There  was  a  long  pause.  Even  the  thought- 
less Flora  was  too  deeply  shocked  to  speak. 

"  Of  course  I  should  never  have  exposed 
him,"  continued  Tom ;  "  of  course  I  should 
have  held  my  tongue  as  a  fellow  ought;  but 
when  I  saw  what  went  on  between  him  and 
Madeline  yesterday,  and  when  he  could  even 
come  to  the  house  with  a  bottle  of  brandy 
hid  under  his  coat — hush  ! — whatever  you 
do,  don't  let  this  out  to  a  living  soul — it  is 
my  secret  " 

"Not  altogether.  Oh,  Tom,  I  can  hardly 
believe  it,  —  but  —  but  it  must  have  been 
that ;  then — oh,  how  dreadful  I  " 
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"  !  Do  take  care.  If  any  one  should 
come  in, — and  I  tell  you,  you  must  be  care- 
ful. Come  nearer  here,  and  remember,  if 
]\ladeline  or  any  one  comes  in,  change  the 
subject  at  once — at  least  unless  I  continue 
it.    What  were  you  going  to  say  ? " 

His  coat — I  passed  it — it  was  hanging  up 
in  the  hall,  but  not  in  the  usual  place  " 

- — "Ah— h!" 

"It  was  at  the  other  end,  on  a  peg  by 
itself,  and  I  happened  to  go  by  that  way, 
and  could  not  think  what  it  was,  for  there 
was  the  most  extraordinary  smell  of  brandy. 
I  stopped,  and  ^Ir  Cumberland,  who  was  at 
the  dining-room  door,  rushed  towards  me, 
and  began  asking  after  my  headache,  and 
talking  about  the  ball,  and  saying  he  was 
sure  that  I  should  catch  cold  there,  and  must 
not  remain  in  that  draughty  place, — and  all 
the  time  he  spoke  he  was  hurrying  me  away, 
so  that  I  never  thought  of  it  again  until  now. 
Tom,  cuidd  it  have  been  ?" 
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"Why,  of  course/'  said  Tom;  "the  bottle 
got  broken  in  the  smash,  and  the  contents 
drenched  him.  You  never  noticed  it  after- 
wards ? " 

"  No,  I  cannot  say  I  did," 

"  I  did.  That  was  how  I  knew,  and  some 
one  else  did — ay,  and  here  she  comes — that's 
her  tap.  Now,"  leaning  forward,  and  putting 
his  hand  to  the  side  of  his  mouth  ;  "  now — 
watch." 

"  Aunt  Julia  sent  me  with  this  note,"  said 
Madeline,  to  whom,  it  is  needless  to  say,  her 
cousin  had  alluded.  "The  man  is  waiting." 
Not  a  word,  not  a  sign,  did  the  messenger 
give  that  she  knew  it  was  from  Cumberland ; 
not  a  flicker  of  anxiety  as  to  the  contents 
betrayed  itself. 

"  Cumberland's  man  ?  "  inquired  Tom. 

"  Aunt  Julia  only  said  '  the  man.'  " 

"  Of  course  it's  he,"  said  Tom.  "  Give  me 
a  pencil — I  have  a  message  for  the  man  as 
well  as  for  the  master,"  under  his  breath ; 
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"  my  good  star  sent  him  here  to  -  day." 
Aloud — "  That  half  sheet  of  paper,  Flora, 
please — the  half  sheet,  I  tell  you ;  it  is  not 
for  Cumberland  himself — anything  will  do." 

She  obeyed,  and  he  scrawled  hastily  a  few 
words  in  pencil,  then  folded  it  up  and  rang 
the  bell. 

"  Why,  you  have  not  even  opened  the 
note ! "  exclaimed  his  sister,  surprised. 

Her  brother  gave  her  a  look.  She  ima- 
gined she  understood,  and  held  her  tongue. 
A  housemaid  entered  with  coals,  and  made 
up  the  fire.  It  might  have  been  seen,  had 
any  one  noticed,  that  she  had  not  been 
required  to  do  so,  and  that  she  gave  her 
young  master  a  quick,  interrogative  glance, 
as  she  entered. 

"  Here,  Jane,  give  this  to  Mr  Cumberland's 
groom,"  said  the  invalid,  holding  out  the 
twisted  scrap  of  paper  towards  her — "  give  it 
him ;  come  here  "  and  the  rest  of  the  direc- 
tion was  lost  on  the  cousins ;  "  and,  I  say,  tell 
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him  to  wait  for  a  message,"  continued  Tom, 
aloud ;  "  there  will  be  one  by  Marks  directly." 

Then  he  broke  the  envelope.  "  Oh — ah — - 
yes,  that  will  do  very  well.  He  must  not 
come  to-day  though.    I  am  not  up  to  visitors 

to-day;  and  to-morrow   See  here,  Flora  : 

will  you  give  Marks  this  message,  that  my 
father  will  call  on  him  to-morrow  evening  ? " 

"  To-morrow  evening  ! " 

"  To-morrow  evening.  You  told  me,  your- 
self, that  Sir  Thomas  goes  by  the  boat  to- 
morrow, and  returns  in  the  evening ;  well, 
he  will  look  in  at  the  farm  on  his  way  home 
— you  know  it  is  not  a  quarter  of  a  mile  out 
of  his  way — and  " 

"But  papa  hates  calling,  and  at  that  hour. 
And  besides,  we  are  dining  out." 

"  I  tell  you  he  will  do  it,"  cried  Tom,  im- 
patiently ;  ' '  leave  it  to  me  how  or  why.  Now 
don't  mistake  ;  and  come  back — do  you  hear  ? 
— come  back  at  once.    I  want  you." 

Madeline  was  following  her  cousin  out  of 
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the  room,  but  she  was  stopped.  "  Just  wait 
till  she  comes  back,"  said  Tom,  indifferently ; 
"  there's  something  she  is  bothering  about 
and  wants  you  to  clear  up.  I  haven't  time 
to  explain.  But,  Madeline,  bear  in  mind  one 
thing  " — his  tone  changed,  and  she  knew  he 
had  come  to  the  point — "  whatever  happens, 
reveal  nothing.  Oh,  you'll  be  asked  to  tell 
no  lies.  Just  keep  quiet,  and  she  will  mys- 
tify herself. — Now  Flora,"  as  she  re-entered, 
for  Marks  had  been  at  hand,  ever  on  the 
watch  against  outside  communication  ;  "  now 
Flora,  ask  Madeline,  if  you  choose,  whether 
she  noticed  anything  peculiar  about  Cumber- 
land yesterday — or  perhaps  I  ought  to  say, 
about  Cumberland's  topcoat.  Madeline  had 
plenty  of  him  and  his  conversation  yester- 
day," continued  Tom,  significantly ;  "  and  if 
she  did  not  observe  anything,  it  is  fair  to 
think  there  has  been  some  mistake." 

"  Did  you  happen  to  notice  anything, 
^Nladdy  ?  "  inquired  Flora.    "  I  mean,  did  you 
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notice — it  seems  such  an  odd  thing  to  say, 
but  I  fancied — I  hardly  like  to  say  it — that 
when  the  coat  was  hanging  up  in  the  hall,  it 
— well — it  smelt  of  brandy  ? " 

Alas !  there  was  no  need  to  say  the  last 
word;  the  overpowering  colour  which  suf- 
fused her  cousin's  conscious  cheek,  the  tell- 
tale quiver  of  the  lip,  the  stricken  silence, 
all  too  surely  told  of  knowledge  and  of 
secrecy. 

"  Oh,  come,  you  take  it  too  seriously,  both 
of  you,"  said  Tom,  and  each  thought  she 
knew  why  he  so  spoke.  "  Flora  makes  a 
mountain  out  of  a  mole-hill,  eh,  Maddy  ? 
Evidently  you  had  observed  nothing.  Run 
along  now.  When  I  have  one  of  you,  I 
don't  need  the  other,  and  you  see  I  am  not 
on  ceremony.    Ta-ta ! " 

"  Well ! "  he  said,  as  the  door  closed. 

"  She  knows, — and  yet! "  cried  Flora,  really 
distressed ;  "  oh,  how  can  Madeline  ?  It  can 
only  be  because  she  is  so  young,  that  she 
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has  no  idea  of  what  a  dreadful  thing  it  is. 
Quite  evidently  she  knew  what  I  was  going 
to  say  before  ever  I  said  it !  Did  you  not 
see  how  she  changed  colour  the  moment  I 
spoke  about  the  coat  " 

"  And  they  tell  me  he  actually  wrapped  it 
round  her  when  she  got  wet  in  the  bog. 
Such  cheek  ! "  said  Tom.  "  I  daresay  he  did 
it  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  however.  To 
do  him  justice^  no  doubt  he  forgot  about  the 
bottle  then." 

"  But  to  think  of  Madeline's  knowing ! 
Oh,  I  am  sure  she  knew.  She  did  not  look 
the  least  surprised  or  startled,  only  afraid 
and  ashamed.  Oh,  Tom,  I  couldn't  have 
believed  it.    "What  would  papa  say  ? " 

"  So  strict  as  he  always  is  in  such  matters. 
S(3  terribly  down  upon  any  one  who  only  goes 
in  for  an  occasional  spree.  For  a  real  incura- 
ble secret  drinker  he  would  have  no  mercy." 

"  No,  indeed,"  said  Flora,  gravely. 

She  waited  a  moment,  and  then  added 
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with  more  vivacity,  "  How  did  you  first 
find  out  ? " 

"  That  is  not  a  girl's  business.  I  have  my 
ways  and  means ;  you  have  yourself  to-day 
produced  some  valuable  corroborative  evi- 
dence." 

"  But  I  might  have  been  mistaken,  you 
know." 

"  Were  you  mistaken  ? " 

She  could  not  say  she  had  been.  Every 
moment  the  recollection  grew  more  and  more 
distinct. 

"  Now  I  am  going  to  produce  one  more 
witness,"  said  Tom,  perceiving  from  her  air 
of  thoughtful  disquietude  that  she  was  still 
unwilling  to  be  hurried  into  premature  con- 
clusions, or  condemnation  of  an  absent  person 
without  proof  positive.  "Just  pull  Marks's 
bell,  will  you  ?  He  doesn't  come  unless  I 
ring  the  big  bell,  and  that  only  when  it's 
rung  twice." 

"  Marks,"  as  the  butler  appeared,  "  Miss 
Flora  thought  there  was  a  curious  smell  of 
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brandy  in  the  hall  yesterday  afternoon.  She 
says  it  was  as  if  some  had  been  spilt." 

JMarks  looked  hard  at  the  speaker. 

"  Oh,  I'm  not  saying  that  it  was  so,  of 
course,"  continued  Tom,  easily.  "  I  only 
wished  you  to  satisfy  Miss  Flora.  She  says 
it  was  as  strong  as  possible,  and  that  there 
was  no  mistaking  it.    It  seems  a  queer  thing. 

It  was  close  to  the  stand  No,  by  the 

way,  you  said  it  was  not  by  the  stand,  Flora, 
but  away  at  the  other  end  of  the  hall,  where 
]>lr  Cumberland  had  hung  up  his  greatcoat." 

It  would  not  be  correct  to  say  that  Marks 
uttered  an  exclamation,  but  certainly  his  lips 
fell  apart  even  as  Flora's  had  done  at  the 
same  point.  "  That  was  his  game,  was  it  ? " 
he  ejaculated,  internally. 

"  Oh,  you  had  perceived  something  ? "  said 
Tom,  looking  at  him ;  and  "  Did  you  notice 
anything  yourself  ? "  inquired  the  young 
lady,  in  a  breath. 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  had.  Yes,  Miss  Flora,  I  did," 
replied  the  man,  sturdily.    "  Mr  Cumbei-land 
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had  been  bringing  sometbing  here  he 
shouldn't  ha'  brought ;  he  hadn't  no  business 
to  bring  what  he  had  there  under  his  coat," 
and  the  speaker  looked  straight  in  front  of 
him  and  proceeded  doggedly.  "  It  got  broke 
in  the  accident,  and  as  well  it  should.  If  he 
ever  brings  it  again  to  this  house,  Mr  Tom,  I 
give  you  fair  warning,  sir  " 

 "  Why,  it's  nothing  to  me  !  "  interpo- 
lated Tom,  with  secure  audacity — he  knew 
his  father's  precautions. 

"  Be  it  something  to  you  or  not,  sir,  I  say 
it  all  the  same.  If  Mr  Cumberland,  or  any 
one  else,  brings  them  sort  of  hidden  things 
to  this  house,  they  goes  to  Sir  Thomas.  My 
duty  is  my  duty,  and  be  it  Mr  Cumberland 
or  any  one  else  " 

"Of  course,  of  course,"  said  Tom,  quickly. 
"  You  see  Marks  knows  what  he  is  about. 
Flora ;  it  was  Miss  Flora  who  set  it  agoing, 
Marks,  and  now,  that  is  all  she  wanted  to 
know,    If  I  were  you  I  should  not  speak 


flora's  lesson.  153 

about  it  to  Sir  Thomas  this  time.  There, 
that's  all  right ;  you  may  go  now ;  it  was 
Miss  Flora  who  rang  for  you,  not  L" 

"  I  believe  you  there,  Mister,"  nodded  the 
old  man  to  himself  as  he  descended  the  stair- 
case. "  I  believe  that  last  word  o'  yourn,  as 
I  don't  most  that  you  say.  You've  been 
catched,  and  made  to  own  who  brought  it, 
and  she's  threatened  him  to  tell,  unless  so 
he's  I'm  told.  Ay,  ay,  Mr  Cumberland,  you're 
the  next.  Well,  of  all  the  folks  for  cleverness 
in  getting  drink,  when  drink  he  must  have, 
that  Tom  Seaton  beats  them  all ! " 

"  Evidence  is  pretty  strong,  ain't  it  ? "  said 
Tom  to  his  sister  as  soon  as  they  were  alone. 
"  I  did  not  want  to  let  Cumberland  down  in 
the  eyes  of  the  servants,  so  that  was  why  I 
was  loath  to  send  for  Marks  before — but  you 
were  quite  right  not  to  be  satisfied  without. 
Now,  what  sort  of  a  husband  do  you  think 
]\Iadeline  has  selected  for  herself  ? " 
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"  Revenge,  which  still  we  find 
The  weakest  frailty  of  a  feeble  mind." 

— Dbtden, 

**  That  Madeline  should  know,  and  should 
yet  care  for  him,  and  go  on  caring  for  him,  is 
the  worst  thing  about  it  all,  to  my  mind," 
cried  Flora,  with  all  a  woman's  pitiless  judg- 
ment on  another  woman.  "  That  Madeline 
should  really  encourage  a  man  of  intemperate 
habits — though  how  she  had  found  it  out, 
when  none  of  us  had,  I  cannot  think ;  but 
that  she  has,  I  am  convinced,  and  I  think  it 
shocking.  However  much  I  had  begun  to 
think  of  any  one,  if  I  had  discovered  that 
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about  him — oh,  papa  must  put  a  stop  to  it 
at  once." 

"Not  so  fast,  not  so  fast.  Still  you  are 
quite  right  in  the  main ;  we  have  got  to  act, 
and  to  act  offhand,  or  we  shall  be  in  a  fix 
before  we  know.  It's  not  so  easy  to  accuse  a 
man  as  you  think.  That  was  why  I  declined 
Cumberland's  company  to-day ;  I  did  not 
wish  to  meet  him  before  something  definite 
had  been  decided  upon.  Now  I  have  a  plan 
in  my  head.  If  it  succeeds,  Mr  Cumberland 
will  get  his  conge  to-morrow,  and  then  we 
shall  have  seen  the  last  of  him  for  ever  and  a 
day  " 

"  Oh,  I  can't  help  being  sorry,"  murmured 
Flora. 

"That's  a  woman  all  over.  You  would 
have  liked  him  for  yourself,  yet  he  likes 
Madeline ;  you  don't  think  him  fit  to  marry 
Madeline,  yet  you  'can't  help  being  sorry' 
to  have  done  with  him.  What  ninnies 
women  are  !  "  cried  Tom,  loftily.    "  Now  look 
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at  me.  I  have  no  grudge  against  Cumber- 
land ;  he  has  always  been  uncommonly  gra- 
cious and  condescending  to  me  ;  he  has  never 
slighted  me  for  a  rival — well,  well,  never 
mind  about  that — but,  any  way,  I  am  to  lose 
a  friend,  a  companion,  and  a  very  good  fel- 
low, and  I  don't  care  a  hang !  " 

"  The  more  shame  to  you,"  said  Flora,  with 
spirit. 

"  Not  at  all ;  I  am  capable  of  rising  above 
selfish  considerations.  I  am  anxious  to  save 
Madeline  at  any  cost  to  myself.  You  don't 
believe  me,  I  daresay  ;  I  am  not  given  to 
such  fine  feelings.  Well,  perhaps  I  should 
be  sorry  to  lose  Maddy  then  ;  and  I  may  be 
biassed  so  far ;  but,  any  way,  I  don't  want 
to  see  her  made  wretched  for  life.  Any  one 
can  see — now  that  all  our  eyes  have  been 
opened,  for  we  have  been  as  blind  as  beetles 
before, — but  now  that  we  have  struck  the 
scent,  we  can  see  that  she  is  infatuated  with 
the  fellow.    All  the  more  so,  because  she  has 
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kept  it  dark  till  now.  She  may  have  seen 
liim  the  worse,  though  none  of  you  have ; 
who's  to  tell  ?  You  saw  how  quiet  she  kept 
about  that  breakage  yesterday,  though  I 
warrant  her  own  clothes  had  betrayed  some- 
thing, even  if  she  had  not  found  it  out  from 
his.  She  would  have  him  to-morrow — jump 
into  his  arms — drunkard  or  no  drunkard. 
She  was  not  a  whit  surprised  at  what  hap- 
pened in  the  car — not  she.  What  followed  ? 
An  hour  or  two  afterwards  she  was  whisper- 
ing with  him  out  there  in  the  window,  and 
letting  him  hang  over  her  at  tea-time ;  oh, 
and  he  got  something  from  her,  a  flower  or 
something,  I  could  not  see  what,  but  " 

"  Do  be  quiet  about  it ;  it  is  not  pleasant 
to  hear.    What  do  you  want  me  to  do  ? " 

"  You  are  to  stop  the  marriage." 

"  How  ?    I  ?    How  can  I  do  anything  ?  " 

"  You  are  to  go  to  papa  " 

"  And  tell  him  all  ? " 

"  And  tell  him  nothing." 
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It  was  one  of  Tom's  tricks  thus  to  deal  in 
enigmas. 

"  If  you  can  make  him  act  upon  '  nothing,' 
certainly  I  cannot,"  said  Flora,  pettishly.  "  If 
papa  is  to  forbid  Mr  Cumberland  the  house, 
it  will  only  be  on  learning  the  whole  truth." 

"  And  a  nice  scandal  that  would  make ; 
and  a  pretty  hole  we  should  be  in  to  prove 
it.  And  what  a  hue  and  cry  we  should  have 
after  us  all  over  the  country  !  My  dear  Flora, 
you  have  no  knowledge  of  the  world,  none 
whatever  ;  I  have  —  by  instinct.  My  only 
means  of  getting  it,  I  allow ;  but  any  way  it's 
there.  Now  listen, — you  must  be  prepared 
to  tell  a  fib  or  two  for  such  a  pious  purpose : 
you  must  go  to  Sir  Thomas,  say  that  Made- 
line has  deputed  you  to  be  her  spokeswoman, 
that  Cumberland's  attentions  have  become 
too  marked, — stop — I  think  you  must  say 
he  has  proposed  to  her  " 

"  That  I  shan't.  He  has  done  nothing  of 
the  kind." 
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"  You  will  have  to  say  he  has — what  does 
it  matter,  that  ?  The  point  is,  you  must  gel 
Sir  Thomas  to  call  at  the  Moor  Farm  to- 
morrow evening,  on  his  way  home  from  the 
pierhead,  with  Madeline's  distinct  refusal. 
Cumberland  will  stare  a  little,  naturally ; 
that  is  of  no  consequence ;  my  father  must 
be  very  decided.  He  must  assure  Cumber- 
land particularly — as  you  will  assure  him — 
that  Madeline  is  quite  resolved  against  seeing 
him  again  ;  and — and — oh,  you  know  how 
to  do  it  all,  well  enough." 

"  But  it  seems  such  a  stupid  plan." 

"  Never  mind  whether  it  is  stupid  or  not ; 
the  circumstances  are  peculiar,  and  I  cannot 
hit  upon  a  better.  I  had  another  in  my  head 
yesterday,  but  it  won't  work.  On  thinking 
it  out,  I  have  had  to  give  it  up.  No,  this 
must  do.  Cumberland  will  of  course  bluster, 
and  swear,  and  demand  an  explanation,  which 
our  father,  worthy  gentleman,  will  be  in  no 
wise  prepared  to  give.    None  the  less  will 
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he  stick  to  his  point  that  Cumberland's  atten- 
tions are  distasteful,  and  that  he  must  request 
him  to  discontinue  coming  to  the  house ;  and 
it  will  end  in  a  quarrel  in  the  most  approved 
style.  My  father  must  be  particularly  im- 
pressed by  the  fact  that  Madeline  does  not 
wish  ever  to  see  him  again — Cumberland  will 
himself  suspect  why  " 

"  But  why  should  we  not  tell  papa  the 
truth,  even  though  it  should  be  expedieni 
to  keep  it  back  from  Mr  Cumberland  and 
Madeline  ? " 

This  was  rather  an  awkward  question  for 
him. 

In  consequence,  he  redoubled  his  air  of 
conviction.  "  My  dear  girl,  I  can't  explain 
if  you  don't  see  it  for  yourself.  For  one 
thing,  can  you,  who  know  our  father  so  well, 
imagine  him  for  a  moment,  even  for  a  single 
moment,  and  even  for  the  best  of  purposes, 
stooping  to  dissemble  ?  No — he  would  bang 
out  with  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and 
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nothing  but  the  truth ;  and  there  would  be 
the  devil  to  pay  if  he  did,  that's  all.  No, 
no ;  I  have  all  the  worldly  wisdom  which 
my  excellent  parent  lacks.  My  plan  is  quiet, 
noiseless  annihilation.  Cumberland  crushed; 
Madeline  saved  ;  the  whole  family  and  neigh- 
bourhood ignorant,  and  peace  prevailing." 

She  was  at  length  won  upon  to  see  with 
his  eyes.  She  was  not  an  ill-disposed  girl ; 
under  trying  circumstances  she  could  act, 
as  we  have  seen,  with  generosity ;  weak  and 
vain  as  was  her  nature,  there  had  been  some- 
thing almost  noble  in  the  manner  of  her 
giving  up  that  to  which  a  woman  instinct- 
ively clings — a  supposed  conquest ;  but  now 
she  began  to  waver.  True,  at  tlie  first  sug- 
gestion of  the  task  Tom  proposed  for  her,  she 
had  started  aside  in  horror;  but  when  all 
had  passed  as  narrated  above,  and  when  it 
really  seemed  as  if  interference  were  needed, 
and  she  were  the  proper  person  to  interfere — ■ 
for  Tom  had  skilfully  represented  that  even 
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if  his  father  would  listen  to  him,  it  would 
not  seem  probable  that  he  should  have  been 
chosen  as  Madeline's  emissary  —  if  then  it 
had  to  be  that  the  lovers  must  be  parted, 
ought  to  be  parted,  had  to  be  parted  —  it 
suited  Flora  Seaton's  shallow  nature  infinitely 
better  to  go  to  her  father  supplied  with  a 
tissue  of  plausible  falsehoods  which  should 
quietly  undermine  the  enemy's  arsenal,  than 
to  charge  him  with  a  bombshell  of  truth 
whose  damage  would  be  wrought  with  din 
and  fury  and  terrific  explosions. 

"  I  suppose  it  is  right,"  she  conceded, 
dubiously.  "  I  am  sure  it  must  be  right, 
because  I  dislike  doing  it  so  much.  There 
really  seems  nothing  else  to  be  done.  If 
Madeline  had  been  ignorant  of  Mr  Cumber- 
land's propensities,  I  should  certainly  have 
thought  we  had  only  to  tell  her,  and  she 
would  have  had  no  more  to  say  to  him, 
but  " 

"  But  as  she  already  knows,"  hinted  Tom. 
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"  As  she  already  knows,  we  must  act  for  her." 

"  For  the  credit  of  the  family,"  pursued 
Tom,  who  had  the  art  to  perceive  he  must 
not  appear  too  much  disinterested.  "  It 
would  be  such  a  confounded  disgrace  to  us 
all ;  and  especially  as  we  have  taken  Cumber- 
land by  the  hand  from  the  first,  introduced 
him  as  it  were  everywhere,  and  no  doubt 
had  it  said  that  it  was  to  be  a  match  between 
you — or  Blanche — and  him." 

It  was  enough.  He  had  set  every  ill 
feeling  at  work ;  and  fully  persuaded  that 
she  was  undertaking  a  righteous  and  neces- 
sary piece  of  diplomacy,  Flora  set  off  on  her 
errand  to  Sir  Thomas,  stimulated  by  a  part- 
ing suggestion  from  her  brother,  "This  is 
the  time  he  is  always  alone." 

Sir  Thomas  was  not,  however,  alone.  His 
voice  was  heard  talking,  as  his  daughter 
opened  the  door,  and  he  was,  furthermore, 
too  much  occupied  with  his  subject  and  his 
auditor  to  observe  her. 
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As  that  auditor,  however,  was*  merely 
Donald,  the  shepherd  at  the  Moor  Farm,  and 
as  her  father  could  not  be  supposed  to  have 
anything  to  say  to  him  which  all  the  world 
might  not  hear,  the  young  lady  advanced 
without  hesitation,  and  standing  by  the  large 
library  table  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
awaited  her  turn. 

She  was  not  sorry,  now  that  she  was  actu- 
ally within  the  presence-chamber,  as  it  were, 
to  have  a  few  minutes  given  her  wherein  to 
collect  her  thoughts  and  consider  how  she 
should  open  out  her  mission  before  her  audi- 
ence began. 

Somewhat  abruptly  she  was  aroused  from 
her  abstraction. 

"You  here,  Flora?"  exclaimed  her  father, 
turning  all  at  once  upon  her,  when  some  min- 
utes had  elapsed,  as  though  he  had  only  just 
become  aware  of  her  presence,  and  was,  more- 
over, considerably  disconcerted  by  it.  "  You 
here  ?    And  how  long  have  you  been  in  the 
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ro.  im  ?    When  did  you  enter  ?    What  right 
had  you  to  listen  ? " 
"  Listen,  papa  !  " 

"It  is  really — really,"proceeded  Sir  Thomas, 
with  a  look  of  great  annoyance  ;  "  it  is  what 
I  never  expected  from  you,  or  any  of  you. 
In  my  own  house,  in  my  own  room,  to  come 
creeping  in  like  that !" 

"  Indeed  there  was  no  creeping  about  it," 
asserted  the  intruder,  alike  astonished  and 
offended;  for  although  the  library  was  in- 
dubitably Sir  Thomas's  "  own  room"  after  a 
fashion,  he  had  never  been  known  to  resent 
any  one's  going  in  or  out  before.  "  I  cer- 
tainly meant  no  harm,"  proceeded  the  young 
lady.  "  I  knocked  at  the  door,  and  when  no 
one  answered,  I  opened  the  door,  and  said, 
'  May  I  come  in  ? '  When  I  saw  you  were 
engaged," — with  a  look  that  said  plainly, 
"  So  very  unimportantly  engaged,"  —  "I 
thought  I  had  better  wait  till  you  were  at 
liberty."   Then  aside,  "  How  could  I  suppose, 
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papa,  that  you  would  object  to  my  hearing 
anything  you  had  to  say  to  Donald?" 

Sir  Thomas  hesitated.  Certainly  the  pic- 
ture of  Donald  as  he  now  presented  himself, 
an  object  of  sheepish  penitent  guilt — a  crea- 
ture who,  had  he  been  one  of  his  own  colly 
dogs,  would  indubitably  have  had  his  tail  be- 
tween his  cringing  legs — was  reassuring ;  but 
still  he  continued,  though  with  less  asperity — 

"You  know,  my  dear,  I  always  expect  to 
know  when  any  one  comes  into  this  room." 

"  Especially  when  any  other  one  in  the 
room  has  been  getting  a  wigging,"  thought 
Miss  Flora  to  herself.  "  But  papa  need  not 
be  so  extra  particular.  That  poor  fellow  must 
be  accustomed  to  wiggings ;  he  looks  stupidity 
personified."  Then  louder,  "  I  am  sorry, 
papa,  if  I  came  too  soon.  Shall  I  go — and 
come  back  again  ?  Have  you  anything  more 
to  say  ? " 

"  Did  you  hear  what  I  said  already  ? " 
"  No,  papa." 
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"  Not  a  word  ?" 

"No,  papa.  I  was  not  attending;  I  was 
thinking  of  something  else." 

"  Dear  me  !  What  could  it  matter  if  I 
had  heard  a  thousand  times  ! "  thought  she  ; 
but  still  she  confined  herself  to  the  simple 
statement,  being  desirous  of  getting  the  thing 
over  and  proceeding  to  the  real  business  on 
which  she  had  come. 

"  Humph  !  Very  well,  my  dear,  then  it's 
all  right,"  said  her  father,  at  length.  "  I  do 
not  approve  of  any  of  you  being  in  the  room 
when  I  have  to  speak  to  the  men,  that's  all. 
But — oh  yes,  you  can  remain  now ;  I  have 
nothing  more  to  say.  There  is  nothing  more 
to  be  said,"  turning  to  the  shepherd,  who  still 
(|uietly  waited  at  the  door.  "  You  have  dis- 
obeyed my  orders,  and  you  know  what  that 
means.  You  are  discharged  on  the  spot. 
You  will  get  a  week's  wages  from  Mr  Ander- 
son, and  may  think  yourself  very  well  ofi" 
to  get  that.    You  will  not  stay  about  the 
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place  after  this  week.  Now  you  may  go," 
and  the  man  departed. 

On  his  way  down-stairs  he  met  Miss  Made- 
line. He  was  going  down,  she  was  coming 
up;  with  due  deference  Donald  stood  aside 
to  let  the  young  lady  pass. 

She  passed  without  bestowing  a  glance  on 
him;  could  she  but  have  seen  that  which 
he  cast  on  her ! 

He  knew  to  whom  he  owed  his  dismissal. 
He  had  learned  from  Sir  Thomas  that  Miss 
Madeline,  to  whom  he  had  intrusted  the 
smuggled  package,  had  been  the  one  to  in- 
form him  of  its  fate,  and  that,  directly  she 
understood  its  true  nature ;  and  as  he  had 
been  assured  over  and  over  again,  by  those 
who  had  consigned  it  to  him,  that  even  if 
anything  should  miscarry  he  should  not  suffer 
— the  usual  faithless  promise  to  the  cat's- 
paw — he  was  now  perfectly  confounded  and 
maddened  to  find  himself  caught  in  such 
a  trap. 
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Indeed,  none  of  those  concemed  lia,d  reck- 
oned on  ]\Iadeline's  coiiraiie. 

That  she  would  have  been  frightened  and 
wretched,  and  then  cajoled  and  enthralled 
afresh,  was  what  had  been  the  general  con- 
clusion when  the  accident  had  been  reported. 
Tom  had  swaggered  so  loudly  of  his  sway 
over  her,  the  others  had  beheld  her  so  gentle, 
so  shy,  so  soft — that  the  idea  of  her  making 
mischief,  and  doing  it  in  so  direct  and  dar- 
ing a  fashion,  had  never  been  mooted. 

So  it  was  to  this  dainty  lady  that  Donald 
owed  his  discharge  ;  and  discharge  to  him 
meant  the  loss  of  a  place  that  was  always  in 
request,  of  comfortable  winter  quarters,  an 
excellent  master,  and  an  easy  time.  Nor 
was  it  probable  that  at  the  back  end  of  the 
year,  when  the  Hallowe'en  term  was  just  over, 
and  farm -servants  were  all  snugly  engaged 
and  settled  for  the  winter,  Donald  would  find 
another  situation  at  all  equal  to  that  which 
he  had  wantonly  flung  away.    There  was  no 
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blinking  the  fact  that  he  had  been  a  loser 
in  the  game  he  had  been  playing ;  that  he 
had  forgotten  the  old  saw  about  being  off 
with  the  old  love  before  being  on  with  the 
new ;  and  that  in  his  zeal  to  be  "  on  "  with 
the  Sir  Thomas  in  posse,  he  had  fatally  in- 
jured himself  in  the  estimation  of  the  Sir 
Thomas  in  esse. 

All  of  this,  in  eflect,  if  not  in  actual  words, 
was  quite  intelligible  to  this  guileless  Gallo- 
way lad.  He  knew,  none  better,  that  more 
than  one  in  his  position  had  already  been 
sent  about  his  business  on  the  same  grounds  ; 
and  that  of  late,  supervision  had  been  stricter 
than  ever,  owing  to  a  not  unfounded  suspi- 
cion on  the  part  of  the  unhappy  Sir  Thomas 
that  his  principal  and  almost  only  confidant, 
the  bland  and  dignified  Marks,  was  mainly 
induced  by  motives  of  self-interest  to  co- 
operate with  heartiness — and  that,  although 
cautious  enough  to  have  no  actual  hand  in 
what  went  on,  he  could  be  both  blind  and 
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deaf,  if  either  infirmity  came  in  handy  for 
the  moment. 

j\rarks,  in  trnth,  was  not  sanguine  as  to 
reformations.  His  own  secret  opinion  of  the 
cripple  was  that  he  was  of  no  good,  and 
never  would  be  of  any  good  in  this  world ; 
in  consequence,  that  the  sooner  he  drank 
himself  out  of  it — since  drink  he  would — 
the  better. 

That  all  his  master's  anxious  restrictions 
and  precautions  were  useless,  was  the  serv- 
ing-man's honest  belief;  and  although  sin- 
cerely compassionating  Sir  Thomas's  pains 
and  trouble,  and  after  a  fashion  trustworthy 
in  his  co-operation,  the  conviction  that  sooner 
or  later  all  would  be  known,  and  the  young 
heir  hopelessly  disgraced  and  ruined,  pre- 
vented his  making  any  very  hearty  endeav- 
ours for  the  prevention  of  such  an  end. 

Donald  had  been  shrewdly  confident  that 
he  had  had  nothing  to  fear  from  Mr  ]\Iarks. 
That  ^Ir  Marks  hated  a  fuss  in  the  house, 

M 
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that  he  liked  peace  at  all  price,  and  that 
peace  was  only  to  be  secured  by  Sir  Thomas's 
being  kept  in  ignorance  and  innocence  of 
much  that  went  on  in  the  household,  he  was 
well  aware.  Of  this  fact  one  member  of  the 
household  had  not  been  slow  in  informing 
her  sweetheart.  He  had  thought  of  sending 
or  giving  the  Sunday  parcel  to  Jane,  the 
housemaid — the  same  Jane  who  had  charge 
of  the  invalid's  fire,  and  who  was  constantly 
in  and  out  with  her  bucket  and  dust-pan, — 
and  Jane  would  have  done  his  bidding 
promptly  and  securely ;  but  it  had  been 
a  pleasant  thought  of  Tom's  on  Thursday 
evening  to  create  a  new  and  unconscious 
purveyor,  in  the  shape  of  his  cousin  Made- 
line. He  had  not  even  taken  deeply  to 
heart  the  accident  which  had  lost  him  his 
coveted  possession,  since  it  had  brought  her 
trouble  and  shame — he  had  still  Jane  to  fall 
back  upon,  and  he  foresaw  through  Jane  and 
Donald,  both  comparatively  new-comers,  a 
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constant  source  of  supply  in  future ;  but 
when  it  came  out  that  Madeline,  the  little 
fiend,  had  actually  fronted  Sir  Thomas,  and 
informed  him  to  his  face  of  all,  thus  destroy- 
ing every  hope  of  a  permanent  arrangement 
— for,  of  course,  Donald  would  be  packed  off 
at  once,  and  without  Donald  Jane  would  be 
useless — when  this  was  all  clearly  compre- 
hended by  Tom,  the  wildest  schemes  for  his 
revenge  were  scarce  wild  enough  for  him. 
To  deprive  Madeline  of  her  lover  was  but  a 
part  of  them. 

To  return,  however,  to  the  discharged 
shepherd. 

He  was  but  a  simple  Galloway  hind ;  but 
it  was  not  particularly  simple  Galloway  lan- 
guage which  broke  in  low,  deep,  guttural 
accents  from  his  lips  as  he  hurried  from  the 
Castle,  afraid  and  ashamed  to  meet  any  one, 
and  including  illogically  all  who  dwelt  there- 
in as  his  enemies  and  oppressors.  A  desire 
to  do  something,   to   do   anything  to  be 
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"  even  "  with  Sir  Thomas  and  his  family — 
with  those  who  had  got  him  into  the  mess, 
and  who  were  now  leaving  him  to  his  fate, 
almost  more  than  with  the  direct  arbiter  of 
that  fate — was  boiling  furiously  in  his  veins. 
Neither  his  master  nor  Marks  were  to  him 
so  much  objects  of  hatred  and  fury  as  Tom, 
Madeline,  Jane — those  who  had  woven  the 
net  around  him,  which  had  now  caught  and 
tripped  him  up, 

What  had  he  cared  for  the  lass  Jane? 
There  were  bonnier  and  merrier  to  be  had 
any  day ;  but  he  had  thought  it  was  a  grand 
thing  to  have  doings  with  one  of  the  Castle 
servants,  and  Jane  had  been  kind  and  couthy, 
and  had  aye  gammered  and  gammered  and 
gotten  round  him,  and  the  Greenock  mer- 
chants had  been  civil,  and  he  had  been  plied 
with  tobacco  and  whisky  for  himself — and, 
in  short,  he  had  been  befooled,  and  would 
have  gone  on  gladly  being  befooled,  if  al- 
most at  the  outset  he  had  not  been  so 


NEMESIS.  175 

suddenly  and  rudely  thurst  from  his  para- 
dise. 

As  ho  strode  along  over  the  bare  wintry 
wilds  which  he  was  so  soon  to  quit,  a  dis- 
graced man,  and  which  already  began  to 
seem  strange  and  odious  to  him,  muttered 
curses  fell  from  his  lips  at  intervals.  What 
could  he  do  ?  Where  should  he  go  ?  What 
should  he  reply  to  all  the  surprise  and 
astonishment  his  sudden  departure  would 
create  ?  He  would  be  questioned  and  cross- 
questioned  :  it  would  be, — "  Donald,  man,  is 
it  true,  this  clash  they're  tellin'  me  ? "  and, 
"  Dear  sakes,  Donald,  what's  wrang  ? "  and, 
"  Are  ye  awa'  for  a'thegither  ?  "  and,  "  WuU 
ye  no  be  comin'  back  again  ? " 

Instinctively  —  for  he  was  by  no  means 
devoid  of  intelligence — he  saw  himself  the 
target  for  curiosity  and  that  sort  of  pitying 
wonder  which  is  hardest  of  all  to  bear  ;  and 
as  he  brooded  darkly  uver  all  that  had  hap- 
pened, designs  and  desires  which  would  have 
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been  simply  untenable  if  formed  by  any  but 
such  a  one,  took  more  and  more  firm  pos- 
session of  bis  rude,  undisciplined,  savage 
breast. 

"  Donald,  is  it  you  ?  " 

A  neighbouring  bind,  with  whom  Sir 
Thomas's  shepherd  was  on  terms  of  good- 
fellowship,  suddenly  appeared  round  a  sharp 
angle  of  the  road. 

"  Ay,  it's  me,"  replied  Donald,  with  surly 
brevity.    "  Aweel  ?  " 

"  Eh,  whatten's  wrang  wi'  ye,  man  ?  "  cried 
his  friend,  struck  by  a  reply  so  unlike  the 
usual  response  a  cordial  greeting  evokes, 
especially  among  solitudes.  "  What's  wrang 
wi'  ye  the  day  ? "  continued  he  ;  "  is't  the 
sheep — or  the  dowgs  ?  Whaur  hae  ye  been  ? 
Ye're  a'  yer  lane?  Whaur's  Benjie,  or  the 
wee  bow-wow?" 

"They're  at  hame." 

"  It's  no'  like  you  to  leave  them  at  hame. 
Ane  wadna  ken  ye  wi'oot  your  dowgs.  Whaur 
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are  ye  gaun  ?  And  wliaur  hae  ye  been  ? "  he 
persisti'J,  growing  more  and  more  inquisi- 
tive. 

"  I've  been  at  the  Castle.  I'm  gaim  to — 
the  deil,"  said  Donald,  with  the  same  stern 
and  gruff  asperity.  "  Haud  awa',  man  ;  let's 
pass.  I  hae  nae  mind  for  a  crack  the  noo. 
Ye'U  hear  sune  eneuch." 

"Hear!  What'll  I  hear?  Losh  me,  Don- 
ald, I'm  wae  for  ye  !  There's  mair  than  sheep 
in  this,  I'm  thinking.  Wad  ye  no'  be  the 
better  o'  tellin'  a  freen'  o'  yer  trouble  ? " 
sticking  to  him  as  he  walked  on,  and  keep- 
ing pace.  "  Man,  ye're  no'  yersel' ; "  then, 
with  a  sudden  thought,  "is  it  a  glass  ye 
hae  had,  ye  drucken  loon?" 

It  was  the  spark  to  the  flint. 

"  Drucken  loon  !  "  roared  the  insulted  hind, 
in  a  frenzy  of  rage — "  drucken  loon !  Is't 
me  ye  misca'  for  a  drucken  loon,  wi'  that 
ill-faured  tongue  o'  ye  ?  Keep  yer  drucken 
loons  for  them  that  deserves  the  name, — 
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there's  mair  i'  the  parish  than  fowks  think ! 
Gif  a  puir  man  taks  his  tumbler,  it's  '  Oo,  ye 
drucken  loon ! '  but  when  it's  a  gentleman, 
it's  '  Wha  gied  it  him  ?  Whaur  got  he  it  ? ' 
Gur — r — ,"  with  a  prolonged  growl,  and  a 
long,  low  muttering  that  supplied  the  place 
of  further  words. 
His  friend  whistled. 

"  That's  it,  is  it  ?  "  he  said,  quietly.  "  Sae 
ye  hae  been  at  that  business,  hae  ye  ? "  point- 
ing backwards  at  the  Castle.  "  The  mair  fule 
ye  !  I  micht  hae  kenned  ;  but  wha  wad  hae 
thocht  it  o'  ye  ?  Oo,  it's  a  bad  job,  yon. 
Keep  yer  finger  oot  o'  that  pie,  I  wad  re- 
commend ye,  Donald." 

''Recommend — recommend!"  cried  Don- 
ald, fiercely.  "  Ye're  ower  late  wi'  yer  fine 
recommendations.  Keep  them  for  the  neist 
man ;  maybe  he'll  profit  by  it." 

"  The  neist  man  !  Sir  Tammas  has  set  ye 
aboot  yer  business,  then  ?  That's  it,  is  it  ? 
Aweel,  ye  hae  lost  a  guid  place." 
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"  Aweel,  ye'rii  a  guid  freend,  nae  doot," 
retorted  Donald ;  "  but  gif  that's  a'  ye  hae 
to  say,  ye  niieht  's  weel  as  no  hand  yer 
tongue.  A  guid  place,  quo'  he  ?  There's 
as  guid  places  and  maisters  to  be  had — 
and  bonnier  hames  forbye,  for  them  's  owns 
them,"  he  added,  suddenly.  "  D'ye  see  it 
noo  ?  D'ye  see  yon  auld  place  noo  ? " — for 
a  turn  in  the  road  had  brought  to  view  the 
old  grey  turreted  tower,  and  it  now  appeared 
glistening  in  a  lurid  wintry  sunset  which  filled 
the  western  horizon.  "  Look  ye  weel  upon  it 
— look  ye  weel,"  continued  the  speaker,  with 
rising  excitement ;  "  maybe  ye'U  no'  hae  it 
lang  to  look  at.  There's  fine  fowks  as 
weel  as  puir  fowks  has  their  hames  ta'en 
frae  them,  and  kenna  whaur  they  hae  to 
turn.  Sir  Tammas  is  weel  set  up  the  day ; 
sae  was  I  yesterday.  '  It's  Donald  here,  an' 
it's  Donald  there  ; '  and  it's  '  Jist  tak'  care  o' 
this ; '  and  '  Slip  this  alang  wi'  ye  ; '  '  There's 
nae  harm  to  onybody — it's  but  a  drappie  to 
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a  puir  sick  lad,'  and  that  kin'  of  thing.  But 
when  onything  gangs  agley,  it's  '  Pack  that 
fule,  Donald,  aboot  his  business.'  '  Awa'  wi' 
him  !  Wha's  he  ?  Let  him  gang  to  the  wa'. 
Grie  him  a  flea  i'  his  lug  ! ' " 

"  Whisht !  There's  a  man  and  horse  ahint 
ye,"  whispered  his  companion,  jogging  his 
elbow. 

The  man  was  Cumberland's  groom,  who 
had  only  now  returned  to  the  Farm,  having 
been  sent  elsewhere  on  his  master's  errands, 
and  who,  on  seeing  the  two  farm-servants 
in  front,  was  putting  his  horse  to  the  canter 
to  overtake  them. 

"  This  is  for  you  from  the  young  gentleman 
at  the  Castle,"  said  the  groom,  producing  the 
slip  of  paper  which  Tom  had  despatched  by 
the  housemaid ;  and  handing  it  to  the  Moor 
Farm  shepherd,  "You  should  have  got  it 
before,  but  " 

"  It's  sune  eneuch,"  scowled  the  recipient. 
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"  8(ion  enough?  Ha!  Very  glad,  I'm 
sure.  You  are  walking  but  slowly,"  con- 
tinued Cumberland's  civil  Devonshire  ser- 
vant ;  "  you  know  your  own  weather  in 
these  parts,  no  doubt ;  but  I  should  say " — 
turnins  round  in  his  saddle  to  look  west- 
ward — "  I  should  say  the  rain  will  be  here 
directly.    If  I  don't  get  on  " 

"  Get  on.  Wha's  keeping  ye  ? "  muttered 
Donald,  who  was  past  endeavouring  to  keep 
up  appearances.  "  I'm  no'  seeking  naebody's 
company  that  I  ken  o'." 

"You're  not  over  civil,  friend,"  replied  the 
horseman ;  "  and  since  my  company  seems 
to  give  you  no  pleasure,  I'll  wish  you  good 
day,  and  a  better  temper  when  next  we 
meet." 

"An',  'deed,  I  think  I'll  do  the  same," 
added  the  Scotchman.  "  I'll  gang  my  ways 
tae.  But,  hark  ye,  Donald,  my  man ;  ae 
word  i'  yer  lug.    Hand  a  care,  man — haud 
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a  care.  That  bit  paper's  frae  yer  freend  at 
the  Castle,  that  I  ken.  Aweel,  I'll  gie  ye 
my  mind — that  Tam  Seaton's  as  verra  an 
imp  o'  Satan  as  e'er  has  " 

"  Were  he  Satan's  sel',"  interrupted  Donald, 
savagely,  "I  wad  do  his  bid  din'  this  ance — 
and  Satan's  biddin'  it  is,"  he  added,  between 
his  teeth.  "  Ay,  I'll  do  yer  biddin'  this 
ance,  my  man  —  this  ance ;  and  then  I'll 
do  my  ain — my  ain — my  ain  ! "  and  as  he 
spoke,  a  grim  and  dangerous  smile  settled 
down  upon  his  coarse,  weather-beaten  face. 

"Aweel,  I'm  awa',"  said  his  friend,  but 
paused  as  if  still  reluctant  to  go. 

"  Gang  ! "  cried  Donald — "  gang  ! " 

"  Ye '11  no'  be  ower  wi'  us  the  morn  ? "  still 
anxious  to  probe  if  possible  the  wound. 

"I'll  no'  be  onywhere  the  morn." 

"  Maybe  we'll  no'  meet  again,  then  ? " 

"We'll  no'  meet." 

"  Are  ye  for  awa'  sae  sune  ? " 
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"  I'm  for  awa',  ay ;  ne'er  fash  yersel'  gif 
it's  sune  or  late.    I'm  for  awa'." 

"He's  fey,"^  muttered  the  other  to  him- 
self, as  he  strode  oflF;  "the  man's  fey." 

1  Excited  in  appearance  or  manner — supposed  to  be  a 
presac^e  of  death. 
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IX. 

THE  STROKE. 

"  There  is  no  small  degree  of  malicious  craft  in  fixing  upon  a 
season  to  give  a  mark  of  enmity  or  iU-wilL  A  look  which  at  one 
time  would  make  no  impression,  at  another,  wounds  the  heart 
— ^like  the  shaft  which  flying  with  the  wind  pierces  deep,  which 
of  its  own  natiiral  force  would  scarcely  have  reached  the  object 
aimed  at." — Steiwe. 

Lady  Seatox  and  her  daughters  were  to 
dine  out  on  the  following  day. 

Sir  Thomas,  fall  of  his  own  concerns,  had 
sent  an  apology,  and  had  left  early  in  the 
morning  for  Greenock,  to  return  that  same 
evening  by  the  boat,  and  in  accordance  with 
his  daughter's  urgent  demand,  to  look  in  at 
the  Moor  Farm  on  his  way  home. 

It  had  not  been  without  difficulty  that  this 
agreement  had  been  obtained.    A  more  un- 
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pleasant  or  ungracious  task  had  never  before 
been  forced  upon  him,  and  his  common-sense 
and  his  courtesy  alike  revolted  at  it.  It  was 
a  piece  of  folly,  and  it  was  an  ungentleman- 
like  act.  He  liked  Cumberland ;  he  saw  in 
him  just  the  suitable  desirable  husband  a 
girl  wanted  ;  and  had  it  been  one  of  his  own 
girls — but  Madeline,  could  he  have  borne  to 
part  with  Madeline  ?  Unknown  to  himself, 
a  strong  secret  power  aided  and  abetted  his 
daughter  Flora  on  her  embassy ;  a  reluctance 
to  part  with  his  niece,  for  which  the  poor 
baronet  could  hardly  be  blamed,  made  him 
less  and  less  averse  to  carrying  out  her  be- 
hest ;  and  it  ended  in  this — that  on  receiving 
the  solemn  and  repeated  assurance  that  he 
would  himself  approve  of  Cumberland's  dis- 
missal, were  Flora  at  liberty  to  tell  him  all— 
(the  poor  girl  swam  hopelessly  about  in  a  sea 
of  falsehoods  without  seeing  land  anywhere, 
until  this  one  truth,  as  truth  she  believed  it 
to  be,  did  at  last  appear  to  her) ;  at  length 
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poor  Sir  Thomas,  only  willing  and  anxious  to 
do  what  was  right,  but  with  a  little  sigh  of 
relief  at  his  heart,  and  a  feeling  that  once 
his  interview  with  Cumberland  were  over,  he 
would  be  eased  of  a  load,  assented  to  all  that 
was  asked  of  him.  He  hoped,  trusted,  be- 
lieved he  was  acting  honourably,  and  Made- 
line's fate  was  sealed  as  far  as  he  was  con- 
cerned. 

"  And  you  will  be  just  a  little  kind  to  poor 
Maddy,  to-night,"  said  Tom's  sister,  coming 
into  his  room,  dressed  for  the  dinner-party. 
"  You  know,  Tom,  how  she  dreads  these 
dreary  autumn  evenings ;  and  to-night  this 

high  moaning  wind  don't  try  to  terrify 

her,  as  you  sometimes  do  ;  don't  begin  about 
that  stupid  old  story  of  the  haunted  room,  and 
the  footstep  on  the  walk ;  but  especially  do 
have  some  sort  of  feeling,  and  let  alone  those 
hints  and  innuendoes  about  ]Mr  Cumberland. 
It  is  bad  enough,  what  we  have  had  to  do — 
there  is  no  need  to  make  it  worse." 
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"  You  don't  half  like  '  the  situation,'  I  per- 

cen'e  ! 

"  I  don't  like  it  at  all.  Nothing  would 
ever  have  induced  me  to  go  to  papa,  but 
for  

"  I  know — I  know.  When  do  you  say  the 
boat  is  due  ?    At  seven  ? " 

"It  is  due  about  half-past  seven,  but  it 
is  generally  much  later  before  it  comes  in. 
I  have  often  seen  its  red  light  somewhere 
round  the  point  of  the  bay  when  we  are 
coming  out  from  dinner,  and  sometimes  even 
when  I  am  going  up  to  bed.  It  is  very  un- 
certain, and  esjDecially  so  at  this  time  of 
year.  Why,  Tom — supposing  it  is  too  late 
for  papa  to  go  to  the  Farm  ? "  she  broke  ofi, 
suddenly. 

"  He  will  go,  whatever  time  the  boat  comes 
in,"  pronounced  Tom ;  "  there  are  some 
things  which  the  men  want,  and  which  they 
must  have ;  and  if  he  is  once  there,  he  will 
certainly  see  Cumberland — Cumberland  will 

N 
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take  care  of  that.  Oh,  I  don't  think  you 
need  be  afraid ;  I  think  it  is  all  right." 

"Well,  I  shall  be  glad  when  it  is  over," 
said  she,  with  an  uneasy  shake  of  her  pretty 
shoulders.  "  I  am  sure  I  feel  quite  miser- 
able ;  and  I  do  hope  there  will  not  be  any 
great  to-do  about  it.  I  do  hope  Mr  Cumber- 
land will  go  off  quietly ;  it  would  be  so  very 
awkward  meeting  him.  I  declare  I  never 
thought  to  have  been  glad  that  he  was  not 
going  to  a  party,  but  I  am  sure  I  am  glad  to- 
night ;  I  could  not  have  faced  him." 

After  a  pause.  "  What  a  wretchedly  dark 
disagreeable  night  it  is  !  It  is  always  dark 
and  disagreeable  whenever  the  Maxtons  ask 
us,  and  it  is  a  good  hour's  drive  each  way. 
For  any  other  people  it  would  not  matter 
half  so  much." 

"  It  is  a  bad  night,"  said  Tom,  with  rather 
a  strange  look ;  "I  am  glad  it  is,  too.  I  like 
bad  nights.  Madeline  doesn't.  I  must  pro- 
vide her  with  some  amusement  in  conse- 
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quence.  Ha !  I  have  it.  Yes,  that  will 
tempt  her  down.  Oh,  never  you  fear,  we 
shall  be  lively  enough,  Maddy  and  I ;  we 
shall  have  lots  going  on,  and  be  quite  as 
festive  as  you,  though  we  may  not  keep  it 
up  so  late.  The  house  will  be  quiet  when 
you  come  home,  so  mind  you  go  straight  to 
your  beds  and  make  no  disturbance.  Now 
be  off." 

"  Yes ;  there  is  the  carriage  bell." 

"Marks  goes  with  you,  doesn't  he?" 

"  To  -  night  he  does.  He  always  goes 
whenever  we  dine  at  Heatherhill,  you  know. 
They  like  him  to  wait,  as  they  are  generally 
short  of  men-servants." 

"  I  know  —  all  right.  I  only  wondered 
how  you  had  got  round  the  governor.  I 
thought  he  never  let  Marks  go  anywhere." 

"  Well,  mamma  did  not  mention  it,  and  as 
papa  is  himself  away,  there  will  be  no  ques- 
tions asked,"  laughed  Flora,  who,  as  we 
know,  went  in  with  her  mother's  ways  as  to 
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doing  things  "quietly" — favourite  word 
of  Lady  Beaton's.  "  Good-bye ;  they  are 
calling  me,"  and  away  she  flew. 

"I  have  but  to  pull  the  string,  and  set 
them  all  working  as  I  will,"  chuckled  Tom, 
to  himself. 

The  carriage  rolled  away  from  the  door, 
and  for  a  full  hour  thereafter  sUence  reigned 
within  and  without  the  Castle  ;  the  silence  at 
least  of  mankind  and  of  animals  ;  for  on  the 
other  hand  the  night  settled  in  with  fiercer 
and  fiercer  gusts  of  wind,  interspersed  with 
sharp  occasional  spatters  of  rain  as  a  passing 
shower  flew  overhead, — and  it  seemed  to 
Madeline,  in  her  little  chamber  to  which  she 
had  retreated  in  preference  to  the  solitude  of 
the  large  dismal  drawing-room,  that  almost 
any  sound  except  that  of  the  droning  weath- 
ercock and  the  whistling  and  sighing  blast, 
would  be  welcome. 

The  sound  of  Tom's  voice  alone  she  ex- 
cepted. 
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So  sinister  had  seemed  his  look,  and  so 
evil  his  smile  ever  since  she  had  openly  and 
fearlessly  avowed  her  having  exposed  him  to 
Sir  Thomas,  that  she  told  herself  over  and 
over  again  that  nothing  should  induce  her  to 
be  alone  with  him,  at  any  rate  for  the  pres- 
ent,— at  any  rate  until — until — oh,  who  could 
tell  what  a  day  might  bring  forth  ?  No  ; 
hope  whispered  that  deliverance  was  at  hand, 
and  Tom's  thraldom  at  an  end ;  she  could 
hold  out  a  little,  but  a  little  longer,  and  what 
though  the  night  were  wild  and  stormy — a 
tap  at  the  door. 

"  No,  no,"  cried  Madeline,  clasping  her 
hands  upon  her  choking  bosom  ;  "  no,  I  will 
not,  I  cannot — no,  Tom,  I  dare  not  go." 

She  had  not,  however,  calculated  on  one 
sort  of  summons.  A  pencil  line  was  handed 
in  at  the  door,  and  it  was  to  the  effect : 
"Come  down  to  see  your  friend.  He  is 
here." 

Her  friend  ?     Her  friend  ?     Could  that 
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mean  any  cue  but  Cumberland  ?  Could  Cum- 
berland have  been  the  one  himself  to  dictate 
the  message  ?  Could  Tom — oh  yes,  it  must 
have  been  so.  Tom  must  have  been  forced 
to  send  for  his  cousin,  and  to  send  for  her 
in  such  terms  as  should  bring  her.  He  had 
divined  that  otherwise  she  would  not  come, 
and  his  pride  had  not  suffered  him  to  expose 
this  to  Cumberland,  especially  since  he  had 
boasted  of  his  sway  over  Madeline  on  the 
last  occasion  of  their  all  being  together.  And 
Cumberland  had  been  unable  longer  to  keep 
away  from  her ;  and  had  chosen  as  his  time 
to  come  that  wild  night,  when  all  the  rest 
were  absent ;  and  when — and  when — ah, 
what  could  she  do  but  go  to  him  ?  What 
could  she  fear  when  he  was  there  ?  What 
feel  but  that  he  would  be  by  her  side  ? 

More  veil  to  hide  the  sudden  joy  upon 
her  blushing  face  than  for  any  other  reason, 
she  inquired,  "There  is  a  visitor  with  Mr 
Tom  ?  "    A  visitor.    It  was  the  nearest  ap- 
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proach  she  could  make  to  the  name  she 
loved, 

"  Yes,  miss."  Jane  was  English,  and  said 
"  miss,"  not  "  ma'am." 

"  When  did  he  come  ? " 

"  A  quarter  of  an  hour  ago,  miss  ;  Mr  Tom 
rang  just  now,  and  asked  me  to  give  you 
this,"  continued  the  maid,  "  and  I  have  come 
straight  up.  Shall  I  take  any  message 
back  ? " 

"  Say  I  will  be  down  directly." 

But  ere  she  could  go,  she  must  take  a  peep 
into  her  mirror,  shake  out  her  bonnie  hair, 
slip  a  ribbon  round  her  neck,  and  place  a 
flower — a  poor  little  flower,  but  one  that  for 
this  had  been  treasured — in  her  bosom. 

And  then,  with  throbbing  heart  and  shin- 
ing eyes,  and  a  step  that  stole  almost  noise- 
lessly along,  she  crept  through  the  long 
passages  and  up  the  little  stair  that  led  to 
Tom's  room. 

A  loud  laugh  from  within  assailed  her 
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ears  as  she  entered  —  a  harsh,  discordant, 
triumphant,  terrible  laugh. 

She  had  come.  He  had  caught  her.  His 
exultation  was  complete. 

But  who  was  that  in  the  place  that  should 
have  been  filled  by  Cumberland  ?  Who 
closed  the  door  after  her  as  Cumberland 
should  have  done  ?  And  who  was  it  who 
was  looking  at  her  ? — but  no,  not  as  Cumber- 
land —  Heaven  forbid  !  —  would  ever  have 
looked. 

"  Your  friend  !  "  cried  Tom.  "  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Your  friend,  my  dear,"  waving  an  intro- 
duction, as  it  were,  with  one  mocking  arm. 
"Not,  perhaps,  the  friend  you  expected  to 

see,  but  none  the  less   No,  don't  think 

you  are  going  to  run  away ;  nothing  of  the 
sort.  Here  is  this  honest  fellow" — pointing 
to  the  sullen,  hang-dog  countenance  of  Don- 
ald, his  father's  quondam  shepherd,  to  whom 
it  will  have  been  already  guessed  he  alluded, 
— "here  he  is,  as  faithful  to  me  as  ever,  in 
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spite  of  you,  and  Sir  Thomas,  and  all.  Here 
he  is,  and  here  is  his  load  " — pointing  to  two 
large  bottles  of  brandy  on  the  table,  one  of 
which  had  been  already  opened,  and  the 
empty  glass  at  Tom's  elbow  showed  what 
had  become  of  a  portion  of  its  contents. 

"Now,  Madeline,  I  advise  you  to  give 
in,  and  to  do  it  with  a  good  grace,"  con- 
tinued Tom,  with  a  hideous  attempt  at 
cajolery.  "  You  have  got  to  join  us ;  to 
take  your  share — and  to  take  it  without 
any  wry  faces.  If  you  go  and  tell  after- 
wards, it  will  be  the  worse  for  you ;  but  I 
don't  think  you  will.  No,  my  dear  girl,  I 
don't  think  you  will.  When  you  have  had 
as  much  as  I  think  good  for  you,  you  won't 
want  to  peach.  Hola !  we  shall  be  a  merry 
party !  Sit  down,  and  be  thankful.  I  think 
it  is  uncommonly  kind  of  us  not  to  wish  to 
keep  all  the  good  things  to  ourselves.  Made- 
line, you  little  fool,  you  thought  you  could 
measure  wits  with  me  :  you  will  l^e  wiser  in 
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future.  Here's  a  fellow  will  do  my  bidding, 
in  spite  of  all  the  fathers  in  Christendom. 
You  shan't  suffer,  Donald,  my  man,  I  promise 
you.  There,  fill  my  glass,  and  now  your 
own, — though  it  is  a  shame  to  waste  such 
liquor  on  such  a  palate,"  he  muttered  aside. 
"  But,  however,  drink's  drink.  Here's  to 
you  both  "  —  tossing  it  off.  "  And  now, 
Madeline." 

Asain  that  look  he  had  twice  before  be- 
held. 

"  Oh,  you  won't,  madam,  won't  you  ?  So- 
ho  !  Oh,  I  had  expected — fully  expected — 
a  little  of  this,  my  dear.  Here,  you,  Donald, 
hold  her,  and  pour — no,  let  me  pour  it  down 
her  throat.  ' 

The  words  had  scarcely  left  his  lips  when, 
with  a  movement  as  swift  as  it  was  sudden, 
she  had  sprung  aside,  had  darted  in  horror 
to  the  door.  But  it  was  of  no  avail.  One 
arm  was  already  in  Donald's  brutal  and 
vengeful  grasp,  the  next  moment  he  had 
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laid  on  her  the  other ;  and  in  his  hands  all 
her  strength — such  strength  as  so  frail  and 
tender  a  thing  possessed — seemed  all  at  once 
turned  to  feebleness. 

"  Now  give  me  the  glass,"  cried  Tom. 

"  Can  ye  no'  tak'  it  for  yersel'  ? "  demanded 
Donald,  rudely. 

"Would  I  ask  you  if  I  could,  you  booby? 
Here,  one  hand  will  do  for  her — your  little 
finger  would  be  enough  ;  she  can't  get  away." 

No,  she  could  not  get  away ;  but  the  next 
moment  a  clang,  a  crash,  and  a  smash  of 
broken  glass  rang  through  the  apartment, 
the  floor  was  covered  with  the  wreckage  of 
the  bottles  and  tumblers,  and  dark-yellow 
streams  flowed  away  to  the  further  corners 
of  the  room. 

"  You  confounded  fool ! "  roared  Tom,  ad- 
dressing the  stupefied  hind,  who,  stock-still, 
attempted  no  rescue  ;  "  save  it !  save  it ! — 
save  some  of  it !  Oh,  you  oaf !  you  block- 
head !    you  idiot ! " — epithets  and  impreca- 
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tions  rushiug  iu  a  torrent  from  his  lips. 
"  Oh,  it's  goue — it's  gone  ! "  and  iu  an  agon}' 
of  infuriated  and  impotent  rage,  the  miserable 
wTetch  sank  back  upon  his  couch,  shedding 
tears  of  disappointment. 

Not  one  tea-spoonful  was  gathered  up ; 
it  might  have  almost  seemed  as  if  no  one 
wished  to  gather  it. 

"  What  s  yer  wull  noo  ? "  It  was  the  sullen, 
wrathful  voice  of  the  shepherd  which  first 
broke  the  silence  that  followed — that  silence 
during  which  ]\Iadeline  had  thanked  God  in 
her  heart.  To  all  the  passion  of  invective 
which  had — certainly  with  injustice — fallen 
on  his  head,  no  sjdhible  had  been  returned 
by  Donald.  Trained  in  habits  of  respect 
from  infancy,  even  now  —  even  with  dark 
thoughts  and  a  fell  purpose  burning  in  his 
soul  —  he  knew  not  how  to  give  vent  in 
speech  to  his  sense  of  injury  and  wrong. 
But  it  may  be  well  imagined  that  none  the 
less  did  the  fire  within  his  breast  receive 
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additional  fuel  from  the  fresh  mortification 
heaped  upon  it  at  this  time,  and  that  every 
word  uttered  by  Tom  in  his  folly  was  an  ad- 
ditional stab  to  an  already  maddened  heart. 

"  What's  yer  wull  noo  ? "  was,  however, 
all  he  said. 

No  answer. 

"  Am  I  to  baud  her  yet  ? " 
Still  no  answer. 
"Wull  I  " 

"  Ab,  be  quiet,  can't  you  ? "  snarled  the 
cripple,  who  had  now  risen  to  his  elbow, 
the  most  be  could  ever  do  unaided;  "be 

quiet,  you  d  d  idiot — you   have  done 

mischief  enough  already  with  your  infernal 
stupidity ;  I  didn't  say  to  unloose  her, 
confound  you !  Do  what  you  are  bid, 
and  that's  all  you  are  wanted  for,"  with 
a  contempt  as  unconcealed  as  it  was  in- 
solent. "Now,  look  here,  Madeline,"  to  bis 
cousin,  who  stood  quivering  like  a  dove  in 
the  falcon's  clutch;  "look  here — i  have  had 
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enough  of  this.  Once,  twice,  thrice — this  is 
the  third  time  you,  you,  a  strip  of  a  girl,  a 
poor  bit  of  a  thing  that  my  father  took  out 
of  charity,  and  fed  and  clothed,  and  gave 
a  shelter  to — that  you  have  presumed  to — 
to  dare, — pah  !  I'll  soon  settle  you.  Donald, 
I  told  you  the  place.  It's  up  through  this 
staircase ;  there's  only  one  door,  and  see  that 
you  lock  it  well  behind  you,  and  bring  me 
the  key.  You  are  going  to  spend  the  night 
there,  miss,"  to  her  ;  "  you  have  often  wished 
to  spend  a  night  in  the  haunted  room, 
haven't  you  ?  You  could  not  have  a  better 
night  than  this.  All  the  old  wainscoting 
will  rattle  like  furies,  and  the  ghost's  tread 
on  the  outside  wall  is  always  heard  on  a 
windy  night.  You  will  be  glad  to  hear 
it — it's  the  only  tread  you  will  hear.  Not 
a  sound  from  within  will  reach  you,  once 
you  are  safely  housed,  and  Donald  shall  see 
that  you  are  safe  enough.  You  did  him  a 
nice  turn  the  other  day,  and  he  owes  you 
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one.  iVway  with  lier,  Donald !  but  no — 
8top,"  putting  his  hand  to  his  head ;  "I  had 
nearly  forgotten,"  he  murmured  ;  "  shall  I  tell 
her,  or  not?"  For  a  few  seconds  he  de- 
bated ;  he  had  not  meant  to  reveal  that  other 
matter  in  which  Madeline  had  been  plotted 
against ;  he  knew — even  now,  with  the  fumes 
of  the  brandy  he  had  already  drunk  mount- 
ing to  his  head — he  knew  it  was  imprudent  to 
be  communicative ;  but  the  temptation  was 
too  great.  "  Curse  her,"  he  thought,  "  she  shall 
know  the  whole,  and  the  devil  take  the  result," 

He  looked  up,  and  a  smile  of  derision 
overspread  his  face. 

"  You  will  want  something  to  think  about, 
won't  you,  my  pretty  lady?  Well,  you 
shall  have  it,  and  then,  I  think,  everything 
will  be  complete.  Who  did  you  suppose 
you  would  find  here  just  now?  Cumberland. 
Who  would  have  been  here,  too,  if  he  could  ? 
Cumberland.  Who  has  been  dangling  after 
you  and  making  a  fool  of  you  for  the  last 
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three  months,  and  who  conspired  with  you 
to  hoodwink  me  and  go  and  blab  to  my 
father  on  Sunday?  Cumberland  again. 
Now,  will  you  go  and  tell  Cumberland  this  ? 
Will  you  fly  to  him  with  your  story,  and 
pour  out  your  wrongs  into  his  pitying  ear  ? 
No,  you  don't — not  if  I  know  it.  You  have 
seen  the  last  of  Mr  Frank  Cumberland,  I 
can  tell  you,  Miss  Madeline  Seaton.  You 
won't  put  on  any  more  brooches  and  ribbons 
for  him.  At  this  very  moment  your  kind, 
excellent,  trustworthy  guardian,  instigated 
— although  he  does  not  know  it — by  me,  is 
informing  your  fine  lover  from  you  —  ay, 
I  thought  your  eyes  would  open— ^om  you, 
that  his  attentions  are  distasteful,  that  they 
must  be  discontinued,  and,  in  short,  that  he 
must  go  to  the  right-about.  I  swore  to  be 
revenged  on  you,  my  girl,  and  I  meant  it. 
You  can't  do  anything,  we  have  managed  it 
all  so  neatly  for  you.  Sir  Thomas  is  at  the 
Moor  Farm  by  this  time,  acting  as  your  mouth- 
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piece,  and,  by  your  express  desire,  begging 

Mr  Cumberland  not  to  come  here  agnin.  My 

father  thinks  he  has  to  deal  with  an  avowed 

suitor,  Madeline.     We  know  he  has  not;" 

liere  he  looked  sharply  at  her,  but  alas !  he 

knew  too  truly — "  and  therein  lies  the  cream 

of  the  whole  ;  Cumberland  will  be  so  amazed 

at  finding  himself  in  such  a  position  that  he 

will  hardly  know  which  way  to  look,  and  he 

can  scarcely  say  to  Sir  Thomas,  '  Your  niece 

has  been  a  shade  premature,'  whatever  he 

may  think.    He  will  say  so  to  himself,  won't 

he  ?    He  will  shield  your  indiscretion,  but 

what  will  he  think  of  youf    That  he  had 

never  before  met  with  so  free  and  easy  a 

damsel.    That  he  had  thought  you  so  coy, 

so  simple,  so  delicate — and  that  he  finds  you 

are  as  practical  as  the  rest  of  your  sex.  That 

you  have  had  enough  of  him,  and  are  keen 

now  to  cry  off.    And  there  is  an  early  boat 

to-morrow,  Madeline.    If  I  am  not  mistaken 

in  Cumberland,  he  will  pack  his  traps  to- 

o 
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mght  —  witMn  the  hour  —  and  hurrah  for 
the  sunny  south  at  dawn  of  day !  He  won't 
break  his  heart,  don't  you  think  it.  He'll 
console  himself — 

" '  There  are  maidens  in  Scotland  (or  in  England),  more 
lovely  by  far, 
That  would  gladly  be  bride  to  the  young  Lochinvar.' 

"  Yes,  to-morrow,  my  girl,  sees  the  col- 
lapse of  all.  If  he  don't  go,  you'll  be  none 
the  better  either,  for  we  have  all  set  our 
faces  against  the  match,  and  it's  not  to  be, 
whatever  happens.    So  now  you  know  what 

to  expect,  and  take  her  away,  you  fool," 

to  his  other  auditor;  "she's  not  dead  — 
she's  only  shamming.    Take  her  quick." 

Even  he  had  had  enough  of  the  sight. 

The  cold,  cruel  air  of  the  unused  turret 
brought  back  consciousness  to  the  hapless 
Madeline  sooner  than  any  other  restorative 
could  have  done. 

She  rose  from  the  couch  on  which  she  had 
been  thrown,  and  looked  about  her. 
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Was  it  a  dream,  those  hideous  words,  that 
awful  scene  ?  What  did  it  mean  ?  What 
had  happened  ?  Where  was  ^he  ?  What 
had  come  to  her  ? 

She  put  her  hand  to  her  eyes.  She  gazed 
blankly  around. 

Then  all  at  once  the  full  horrors  of  the 
moment  burst  upon  her  beclouded  brain, 
and  covering  her  face  with  her  hands,  she 
sank  down  upon  the  floor  with  a  cry  of  such 
agony  as  is  only  wrung  from  the  last  drops 
of  the  bitter  cup. 

Ay,  there  remained  no  more  to  be  drunk — 
she  had  drained  it  to  the  lees. 

It  was  true  what  Tom,  with  that  diabolical 
insight  into  human  nature  which  he  pos- 
sessed, had  by  this  time  discovered — namely, 
that  in  her  deepest  depths  of  trial  and  suf- 
fering lately,  the  thought  of  Cumberland 
had  been  a  cordial  such  as  nothing  else  in 
this  world  could  have  afforded.  Of  a  higher 
consolation  and  support  Tom  knew  nothing ; 
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but  he  had  penetrated  into  this,  into  the 
still  deeps  of  the  maiden's  modest  love. 
An  exquisite  sense  of  Cumberland's  sym- 
pathy had  upheld  her  in  her  chiefest  hour 
of  need ;  and  even  as  she  had  stood  in  the 
hands  of  her  tormentors  during  the  last  vile 
and  degrading  scene,  there  had  been  a  secret 
whisper  in  her  heart  that  there  was  one  not 
far  off  who  would  more  than  make  her 
amends  for  it  all. 

So  sure  had  she  been  of  Cumberland's 
love  and  of  his  truth,  that  with  him,  as  be- 
fore hinted,  a  way  of  escape  had  seemed  to 
open  from  all  her  present  misery.  Would 
he  not  bear  her  away  far  from  that  desolate 
reffion  with  all  its  horrible  associations  ? 
Might  she  not  learn  with  him  to  forget,  to 
blot  out  of  all  remembrance  those  days  of 
horror  and  disgust  ?  Sheltered  by  a  hus- 
band's tenderness,  rejoicing  in  his  love,  oh 
what  hours,  days,  weeks,  and  years  of  hap- 
piness had  seemed  to  open  out  before  her  I 
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The  golden  chalice  liacl  already  touched  her 
lips ;  she  had  already  tasted,  and  all  life 
had  been  sweeter  for  that  sip ;  and  now, 
instead  of  the  cup  of  joy,  the  draught  of 
ano;uish  —  instead  of  fair  visions,  a  frantic 
nightmare. 

The  hooting  owl  came  and  went  from  the 
window-ledge,  and  Madeline  heeded  it  not. 
The  window-frames  and  the  tattered  hang- 
ings on  the  wall  shook  and  shivered,  but 
she  neither  saw  nor  heard.  The  wintry 
blasts  gathered  in  strength  and  frequency, 
but  she  knew  not  they  were  there.  One 
thought,  one  great  despair  filled  her  soul — 
no  room  was  left  for  lesser  agonies. 

Well  had  the  striker  known  how  to  strike ; 
and  with  fatal  accuracy  had  he  chosen  how, 
when,  and  where  to  plant  the  knife. 

It  was  not  the  downfall  of  her  dearest 
hopes,  it  was  not  even  the  loss  of  her  lover, 
that  most  keenly  affected  the  unhappy  Made- 
line.   What  made  her  shrink,  and  wince, 
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and  writhe  in  spasms  of  shame  too  deep  for 
words,  but  which  found  vent  ever  and  anon 
in  the  short,  sharp  sob  and  the  deep  shiver- 
ing breath,  was  the  picture  of  what  Cumber- 
land must  think  of  her. 

A  bolder,  prouder  spirit  might,  even  be- 
neath such  a  weight,  have  sustained  itself  by 
a  sense  of  innocence  ;  one  more  versed  in  the 
world's  wisdom  and  ways  would  have  fore- 
seen certain  failure  in  a  scheme  so  preposter- 
ous ;  but  Madeline — ah !  Tom  had  judged 
Madeline  too  well. 

He  had  nearly  killed  her. 


209 


X. 

THE  FIJGHT. 

"  His  presence  shield  the  maiden's  soul ! 
The  gloom  now  dark  and  darker  hung  ; 
With  wild  continuous  fearful  howl, 
Each  glen  and  cliff  and  cavern  rung. 

Her  lovely  face  she  strove  to  hide, 

It  was  as  angel's  mild  and  fair  ; 

For  deaf  and  blind  to  all  beside. 

She  thought  of  one  who  was  not  there." 

—Tblfeb. 

How,  when,  and  by  what  means  a  new  re- 
collection, carrying  with  it  new  life,  darted 
into  the  mind  of  the  unfortunate  Madeline, 
she  could  never  afterwards  recall. 

It  was  this,  that  the  steamboat  by  which 
her  uncle  was  to  return  was  not  infrequently 
detained  far  behind  its  time — indeed,  that 
it  was  often  well  into  the  night  before  it 
reached  the  pier ;  and  although  Tom  had 
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spoken  so  confidently  of  his  fatlier's  being 
already  at  the  Moor  Farm,  he  had  no  means 
of  knowing  that  it  was  so.  That  the  red 
light  of  the  boat,  of  which  it  will  be  remem- 
bered Flora  had  spoken  as  being  visible  from 
some  of  their  windows — that  it  had  not  passed 
before  Madeline  had  been  summoned  by  her 
cousin,  she  was  certain,  for  she  had  herself 
been  on  the  watch  for  it,  eager  to  have  Sir 
Thomas  back ;  that  it  might  not  have  passed 
whilst  she  was  in  Tom's  room  was  quite 
within  the  limits  of  possibility ;  and  if  so, 
and  if  she  could  only  reach  her  uncle  before 
he  saw  Cumberland — she  sprang  to  her  feet. 

Something  might  yet  be  done. 

Her  watch,  by  good  luck,  was  at  her  side, 
and  the  moon,  now  full,  streamed  at  the 
moment  into  the  room  during  a  brief  in- 
terval of  clearness  overhead ;  it  was  only 
eight  o'clock :  there  was — there  might  be — 
there  must  be,  time  yet. 

It  was  needless  to  try  the  door.    Even  if 
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the  rusty  koy  had  not  been  too  well  forced 
in  and  ground  round  by  the  rough  hands 
that  bore  her  there,  the  only  exit  from  that 
winding  stair  outside  was  through  Tom's 
room.  She  shuddered  afresh  at  the  thought, 
and  remembering  how  short  the  stair  was, 
almost  blessed  the  bolts  and  bars  that  sep- 
arated her  from  thence ;  but  there  was  the 
window.  Now,  to  Madeline's  foolish  fancy, 
it  had  ever  been  one  of  the  horrors  of  this 
desolate  apartment  that  the  large  casement, 
in  its  tall,  thin  pointed  frame,  opened  out 
upon  a  ledge,  from  which  ran  downward  an 
ivy-covered  battlemented  wall,  on  which  the 
owls  were  wont  to  sit  and  snore  in  the  dusk, 
and  by  which — so  the  legend  ran — the  mur- 
derer had  escaped,  who  in  that  grisly  cham- 
ber had  perpetrated  the  deed  which  had  for 
ever  after  associated  it  with  his  name.  His 
Hying  step,  it  was  said,  was  still  nightly  to 
be  heard. 

There  was  an  accessibility  and  approach- 
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ableness  about  the  room  from  without,  as 
well  as  from  within,  which  in  connection 
with  the  fact  that  it  seldom  was  approached 
and  never  made  use  of,  seemed  to  put  the 
stamp  of  truth  after  a  fashion  upon  the  ugly 
tale,  and  to  say,  as  it  were — "  If  there  were 
nothing  in  the  story,  and  if  this  ghostly 
haunt  were  never  now  frequented,  why  is  it 
avoided  by  one  and  all  ?  Why  is  the  room 
not  as  other  rooms?  Why  is  it  shunned 
and  deserted,  when  in  itself  it  is  both  con- 
venient and  easy  of  access  ? " 

Thus  had  Madeline  argued,  with  the  ner- 
vous imaginations  of  a  sensitive  and  timid 
nature ;  and  so  well  aware  was  her  jailer  of 
her  feeling  on  the  subject,  that  if  the  bare 
idea  of  her  escaping  by  the  sloping  wall  had 
ever  presented  itself  to  his  mind,  he  would 
have  rejected  it  as  needing  infinitely  more 
courage  on  the  part  of  the  captive  than  it 
required  to  remain  where  she  was. 

Yet  it  was  to  this  haunted  walk,  ever  be- 
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fore  to  her  an  object  of  aversion  and  foolish 
terror,  that  Madeline's  thoughts  now  turned 
with  a  bound  of  reviving  hope.  She  flew 
to  the  window  without  a  thought  of  owls, 
ghosts,  or  murderers — all  on  much  of  a  level 
in  her  mental  category — and  wrenching  open 
the  stiff,  creaking  fastenings,  passed  breath- 
lessly out,  with  eyes  that  scarcely  dared  to 
trust  their  own  vision. 

Yes,  she  had  not  been  mistaken — she  had 
not  overestimated  the  ease  with  which  the 
ascent  or  descent  might  be  made  by  any  one 
so  minded.  The  wall  was  high,  but  it  was 
broad  and  strong ;  the  ivy,  in  immense 
masses,  covered  and  re-covered  it,  long  trails 
and  branches  hung  over,  stout  enough  for 
any  one  to  cling  to,  and  in  spite  of  the  un- 
certain light  and  fitful  gusts,  there  was  no 
real  danger  in  the  passage. 

Scarcely  did  the  fugitive  heed  whether 
there  were  or  not. 

To  let  herself  down  from  the  window, 
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crawl  along  the  ledge,  slide  from  point  to 
point  and  corner  to  corner,  with  one  hand 
over  the  other  and  eyes  bent  only  on  the 
nearest  —  to  halt  till  a  passing  blast  had 
whirled  away,  and  then  clutch  again  the 
rough  grey  masonry  and  dark  waving  bush, 
and  so  on  and  on  till  the  last  long  leap 
brought  her  in  safety  to  the  ground, — all  was 
but  the  work  of  a  few  minutes,  in  which 
every  minute  seemed  an  age. 

Not  a  second  did  Madeline  now  delay. 
Away  upon  the  wings  of  the  wind  between 
the  tossing  trees  of  the  avenue,  through  the 
open  gate  which  had  been  so  left  to  readmit 
the  carriage  without  disturbance  of  the  lodge 
occupants,  and  along  the  shore — not  over 
the  moor,  for  the  pierhead  lay  in  the  op- 
posite direction  to  the  church— along  by  the 
broken  rocky  bay,  over  which  the  breakers 
thundered,  she  sped  like  a  wild  creature. 

Where  were  her  fears?  Where  were  the 
creeping,  nervous  terrors  that  would  have 
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beset  the  young  girl  out  alone  at  that  hour 
from  any  other  cause  ?  What  gave  her  poor 
trembling  feet,  ill  shod  for  such  a  journey, 
the  strength  to  hurry  over  the  rough  stony 
way  at  so  fierce  a  rate  ?  All  terror,  all  weak- 
ness was  swallowed  up  in  one  thought — no 
room  was  left  for  any  other. 

Eound  the  promontory  now — and  now  a 
bridge,  a  marsh,  and  next  a  wood,  and — 
what  ?    What  was  that  ? 

It  was  the  sound  of  wheels  rapidly  ap- 
proaching. Oh,  what  a  sound  to  hear ! 
Could  wheels  mean  anything  but  that  one 
thing  she  dreaded  ?  Could  any  other  vehicle 
but  that  which  had  gone  to  meet  Sir  Thomas 
be  coming  along  at  this  time  ?  And  if  Sir 
Thomas  it  proved  to  be — she  had  not  yet 
passed  the  Moor  Farm,  or  rather  the  road 
which  turned  off  towards  it — if  this  carriage, 
cart,  or  gig,  or  whatever  it  was,  brought  in  it 
her  uncle,  Cumberland  must  have  been  met,  and 
nothing  could  ever  fully  undo  that  meeting. 
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Cold  and  sick  she  crept  behind  a  rock,  and 
the  chaise  rattled  past.  It  was  not  one  be- 
longing to  the  Castle. 

Then  on  again,  Madeline.  Courage  !  there 
are  still  no  signs  of  the  coming  boat,  no  more 
gigs  or  carts  which  might  mean  arrivals  by 
it,  and  no  foot-passengers  at  all. 

And  now  the  top  of  the  hill  is  reached, 
and  the  pierhead  with  all  its  twinkling, 
fluctuating  lights  stretches  away  at  her  feet ; 
she  is  but  a  quarter  of  a  mile  above  it,  the 
road  is  easy  and  straight  before  her,  and, 
joy  of  joys  !  there  is  no  red  lamp  at  the 
quay. 

The  fugitive  might  now  have  checked  her 
pace,  but  too  much  confused  and  excited  to 
reason  calmly,  she  paused  not  to  consider 
that  whatever  now  befell  she  could  not  be 
too  late,  since  the  boat  could  be  seen  for 
several  miles  before  it  put  in  to  the  pier. 
Thinking  not  of  this,  Madeline  sped  down  the 
slope  as  swiftly  as  before  and  only  drew  up 
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to  a  walk  as  she  reached  the  outskirts  of  the 
little  village.  A  glow  of  triumph  warmed 
her  panting  bosom,  a  sigh  of  thanksgiving- 
burst  from  her  lips — she  had  mastered  her 
fate. 

Turning  up  the  skirt  of  her  dress  over  her 
head  in  Scottish  fashion,  Sir  Thomas  Seaton's 
beautiful  and  well-known  niece  was  able  to 
shroud  from  view  the  features  which  would, 
if  seen,  have  inevitably  betrayed  her.  And 
as  her  object  now  was  principally  to  avoid 
observation,  she  rejoiced  in  the  dark  home- 
spun morning  dress  which  so  completely 
metamorphosed  her  when  thus  adjusted : 
two  hours  before,  it  had  vexed  her  that  she 
should  have  had  on  her  plainest  and  least 
becoming  gown  when  summoned,  as  she  had 
thought,  to  receive  Cumberland. 

The  dogcart  in  waiting  for  Sir  Thomas  was 
a  fresh  ground  of  consolation  to  Madeline. 
There  it  was,  and  there  it  evidently  would 
remain  until  the  boat  arrived.    Her  first  im- 
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pulse  was  to  seat  herself  within  it,  and  ex- 
plain to  the  groom  that  an  important  message 
for  her  uncle  had  necessitated  her  coming- 
there  to  deliver  it  in  person. 

But  the  oddness  of  her  being  there  all  by 
herself,  of  her  having  come  all  that  dark  and 
lonely  way  on  foot,  of  her  being  hatless  and 
cloakless,  and,  if  any  one  chose  to  perceive 
it,  bootless  into  the  bargain,  deterred  her. 
An  explanation  which  w  hen  thus  made  might 
not  improbably,  nay,  would  certainly  give 
rise  to  remark  and  country  talk,  would  pass 
muster  without  suspicion  if  given  under  Sir 
Thomas's  own  wing.  To  him  she  could  tell 
everything ;  yes,  in  her  present  mood,  to 
pour  into  his  ear  her  tale,  to  seek  his  sym- 
pathy and  protection,  would  be  comfort  and 
relief  unspeakable — and  those  who  saw  them 
thus  engaged  might  draw  what  conclusions 
they  chose  ;  they  could  not  be  unfavourable  ; 
or,  at  any  rate,  gossips'  tongues  could  but 
wonder,  and  wonder  would  soon  die  out. 
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She  was  safe,  she  was  in  time,  she  was 
Happy. 

Nevertheless,  it  was  not  without  many  a 
sigh  of  weary  longing,  and  many  a  qualm  of 
natural  repugnance,  that  the  high-bom  and 
high-bred  maiden  mingled  unknown  and 
unnoticed  in  the  little  crowd  that  by  degrees 
collected  on  the  pier  as  the  time  drew  nearer 
and  nearer  when  the  boat  must  arrive.  Fish- 
ermen, farm-servants,  and  idlers  of  all  sorts 
were  lounging,  smoking,  telling  stories,  and 
passing  the  news  of  the  country-side  from 
one  to  another ;  she  could  not  avoid  hear- 
ing the  coarse  wit,  the  loud,  rude  laugh, 
the  oath,  the  jest, — until  at  last,  one  more 
curious  than  the  rest  sauntered  towards  her- 
self, and  addressing  her,  not  uncivilly,  but 
in  the  familiar  accents  fit  for  a  country  lass, 
observed,  "  What  brings  ye  here,  hinny  ? 
Are  ye  for  the  boat?" 

Fearful  of  betrayal,  and  still  keeping  her 

face  closely  covered,  the  frightened  girl  mur- 

p 
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mured  she  knew  not  what;  on  which  her  new 
friend,  stimulated  perchance  by  such  un- 
wonted coyness,  proceeded,  "Ay,  ye're  high 
and  michty,  are  ye  ?  Aweel,  it's  nane  o'  my 
business;  but  gif  ye're  for  the  boat,  my 
lass  " 

"  Will  she  be  late  ? "  cried  Madeline,  eagerly. 

Her  voice  was  enough. 

"Wull  she  be  late?  Ay,  she'll  be  late. 
But  whae  are  ye  ? "  demanded  the  fisherman, 
stepping  nearer  and  peering  through  the 
gloom.    "  Thon's  no'  the  tongue  o'  a  Gallowa' 

lass   Lordsake  ! "  falling  back  with  a 

gasp.  "  Miss  Madeline  frae  the  Castle  !  Sir 
Tammas's  dochter — na,  his  niece ;  but  it's  a' 
ane.  Go,  Miss  Madeline,  this  is  no'  the  place 
for  a  leddy  like  you  to  be  waiting  her  lane. 
And  the  dogcart  is  gane  to  the  inn ;  and  Sir 
Tammas  wullna  be  here  till  whae  kens  ?  The 
boat's  no'  at  Kerriesmuir  yet.  Oo,  ye  mun 
gang  to  the  inn.  Miss  Madeline  ;  it's  but  a 
bit  o'  a  place,  but  it's  dacent ;  an'  ye  ken 
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]\Iistress  M'Killop,  her  wliae  keeps  it ;  an' 
it's  a  hantle  better  than  stannin'  here  i'  the 
cauld.    Maister  Cummerland's  there  " 

Madeline,  who  had  begun  to  acquiesce — 
for,  indeed,  only  her  dread  of  Dame  M'Kil- 
lop's  long  tongue  had  kept  her  from  taking 
refuge  at  the  inn  before — stopped  short  at 
the  mention  of  Cumberland's  name. 

The  very  next  moment  she  heard  Cum- 
berland's voice. 

"I'm  waiting  for  Sir  Thomas;  he  was 
going  to  call  on  me  to-night,  and  as  it  grew 
so  late  without  the  boat's  appearing,  I  have 
come  here  to  save  him  the  trouble.  The 
boat  not  in  sight  yet,  eh?" 

He  was  close  behind  the  quaking  little 
figure  wrapped  in  her  grey  shroud,  as  he 
spoke. 

With  a  hasty  desire  for  concealment,  she 
stepped  aside  to  avoid  the  meeting  which 
must  otherwise  have  taken  place — stepped  a 
pace  backward,  not  perceiving  how  near  the 
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edge  she  stood  already,  and  seemed  to  drop 
into  the  sea  which  washed  the  posts  beneath. 

A  much  less  evil  had  in  reality  happened. 
She  had  merely  fallen  on  to  the  side  slip,  a 
portion  of  the  quay  used  for  small  boats,  and 
at  the  place  where  Madeline  stumbled  over, 
not  above  two  feet  beneath  the  higher  level. 

Two  feet,  however,  as  every  one  knows,  is 
quite  sufficient  to  make  a  very  ugly  step, 
especially  when  unexpected  ;  and  unluckily 
there  was  a  large  iron  ring  among  the  wet 
masses  of  sea-weed,  which  would  otherwise 
have  formed  a  soft  and  springy  cushion. 
For  a  few  seconds  the  acute  pain  of  a  bruise 
prevented  jMadeline's  moving,  and  her  lying 
still  was  interpreted  by  those  who  saw  the 
fall— and  who  in  their  own  case  would  have 
got  up  rubbing  themselves,  and  laughing  at 
the  mischance — to  mean  more  than  it  did. 

"  That  lassie's  hurt."  "  Are  ye  muckle  the 
waur,  hinny?"  passed  from  lip  to  lip,  as 
several  peeped  over,  and  one  or  two  even 
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heavily  essayed  to  lumber  down  and  "gie  a 
han'  up " ;  but  one  voice  only  reached  Cum- 
berland's ears,  as  one  among  the  group 
pressed  forward  with  infinitely  more  solici- 
tude than  any  of  the  rest,  "  Gude  guide  us, 
it's  Miss  Madeline!" 

"  Whof"  exclaimed  Cumberland,  thunder- 
struck. 

"  Miss  Madeline — ^Miss  Madeline,"  said  the 
man,  hastily  passing  him.  "  Hey,  gae  back 
wi'  ye,"  to  the  others.  "  Amn't  I  tellin'  ye 
it's  Miss  Madeline  frae  the  Castle,  whae's 
waiting  on  Sir  Tammas  " 

Cumberland  stayed  to  hear  no  more. 
"  Stand  back,  my  men,"  he  said,  in  a  tone  of 
authority ;  "  stand  back,  all  of  you — /  will 
take  care  of  Miss  Seaton ;  "  and  to  himself  he 
added,  "  And  who  but  I  should  ? " 

Great,  however,  was  his  silent  astonish- 
ment on  raising  from  her  wet  and  slippery 
bed  the  trembling  form  of  Madeline,  to  per- 
ceive that  she  was  in  no  fitting  guise  for 
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such  an  expedition.  The  bare  head,  from 
which  the  protecting  skirt  had  now  flut- 
tered down,  the  gloveless  hands,  the  lack  of 
shawl,  cloak,  of  anything  warm,  snug,  suit- 
able— anything,  in  short,  to  show  that  her 
being  there  had  been  prepared  for  and  pre- 
meditated,— all  of  this,  which  had  been  half 
hidden  from,  and  altogether  lost  on  Made- 
line's first  discoverer,  was  instantly  manifest 
to  Cumberland. 

It  all  meant  something,  and  yet  more  was 
revealed  by  the  distress,  the  vexation,  and 
shame  which  he  read  in  the  countenance  he 
loved,  and  which  for  some  minutes  sealed  her 
lips. 

"  Good  heavens  !  what  has  happened  ? "  he 
whispered.  "Never  mind,"  pressing  her 
hand — "never  mind  answering.  I  did  not 
mean  to  pry,  to  inquire — I  would  not  distress 
you  for  the  world.  Lean  on  me,"  drawing 
the  hand  he  held  within  his  arm ;  "  you  are 
hurt,  and  frightened  " 
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"  I  am  not  hurt — much,"  responded  she, 
faintly.  Indeed,  now  that  the  first  smart 
had  passed,  she  hardly  knew  she  was  hurt 

at  all.    "  I  ,"  but  on  attempting  to  move, 

an  exclamation  escaped. 

"  You  are  hurt !  You  fell  on  the  stone — 
or  on  the  iron  ring,"  cried  Cumberland.  "  Is 
it — where  is  it  ?  " 

"It  is  nothing — indeed  it  is  nothing.  I 
think  I  have  bruised  myself  a  little,  here  and 
there.  If  I  could  just  sit  down  for  a  mo- 
ment"—  and  she  looked  towards  the  stone 
ledge  at  her  side. 

"  Yes,  sit  down  by  all  means,"  said  Cumber- 
land, readily.  "We  will  sit  down  here,  and 
you  wiU  soon  be  better."  Then  lower,  "  How 
you  tremble  !  Are  you  not — are  you  cold  ?  " 

She  shook  her  head. 

"  But  you  have  neither  bonnet  nor  shawl. 
What  shall  I  look  for  ?  They  came  ofi"  when 
you  fell,  I  suppose ;  I  shall  find  them  among 
the  sea-weed,"  as  this  idea  occurred  to  him. 
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"No;  I  don't— I  don't  think  you  will," 
stammered  poor  Madeline,  with  harmless 
guile.  "  Pray,  don't  mind.  Pray,  don't 
trouble  yourself." 

"  I  have  only  to  strike  a  light,"  replied 
her  companion,  smiling  down  upon  her, 
and  beginning  to  clap  his  pockets  and 
feel  in  search  of  the  inevitable  match-box. 
"  Here's  my  pipe ;  the  matches  can't  be  far 
off." 

"  Oh,  don't ;  it  is  of  no  use.  I  did  not 
mean,  that  is  to  say,  there  is  nothing  to 
look  for,  there  is  nothing  there." 

"  Nothing  there !  Oh,  that  alters  the 
question,"  said  the  young  man,  stopping 
short,  and  looking  his  interrogations. 

"  I  was  hurried.  I  came  away  without 
anyt.hing.  Oh,  don't  ask ! "  Even  in  the 
darkness,  she  felt  her  cheek  crimson  at  the 
avowal,  "  I  came  alone,  and  " 

"  Alone ! " 

"To  meet  my  uncle." 
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"  He  expects  you  ? " 
She  was  silent. 

"  It  is  curious  that  I,  too,  am  waiting  for  Sir 
Thomas,"  said  Cumberland,  as  if  any  point 
they  two  had  in  common  was  curious  (and 
delightful).  "  Can  I  be  of  any  service  ?  At 
least,  you  will  let  me  take  charge  of  you  till 
I  deliver  you  up  to  the  one  who  has  a  greater 

right  "  he  paused  a  moment,  and  then, 

leaning  over  still  nearer  to  her,  added 
deliberately,  ''at  present.     The  day  may 

come,  when  "  both  hearts  were  beating 

fast. 

"  Please  to  move,"  said  a  voice  close  to 
their  ears.  "  There's  a  barry  coming  here 
for  the  slip." 

Inhuman  wretch,  at  such  a  moment ! 

Silently  they  had  to  rise,  to  stand,  to  let 
the  detestable  barrow  go  by  :  then  to  resume 
their  seats  they  had  turned,  when  another 
hail  from  behind,  in  another  voice,  afresh 
demanded  attention.    "There'll  be  an  even- 
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doon-poor  i'  a  meenute ;  are  ye  gaun  to  sit 
here  an'  get  drookit  ? " 

"It  will  be  nothing,"  cried  Cumberland, 
with  a  wish  that  was  father  to  the  thought. 
"  The  wind  is  still  too  high  for  rain "  (in 
spite  of  which,  heavy  drops  were  falling). 
"  Shelter  behind  me,"  to  his  companion ; 
"  these  will  pass  over  directly.  I,  too,  am 
waiting  to  see  your  guardian  on  my  own 
account,  Madeline ;  and  I  think  you  know, 
I  think  you  guess,  what  it  is  I  have  to  ask 
him.  Let  me  have  you  on  my  side.  Let 
me  say  you  bid  me  " 

"Aweel,  it's  drookit  through  an'  through 
yell  get,  an'  there's  a  blatter  comed  on  ower 
yonder  that'll  be  here  this  verra  meenute," 
croaked  their  unwelcome  monitor.  ' '  A'body's 
gane  but  yersel's." 

"And  you,  you  pestilence  ! "  ejaculated  the 
outraged  Cumberland,  who  at  that  moment 
cared  not  for  hail  or  thunder  on  his  own 
account,  but  who  was  perforce  obliged  to 
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realise  that  the  previous  droppings  were 
changing  to  a  pelting  shower,  before  which 
even  a  love-tale  must  give  way.  "  I  sup- 
pose we  must  go  for  shelter,"  he  conceded, 
reluctantly. 

Happily  the  bruises  sustained  by  Madeline 
were  slight;  and  though  there  would  probably 
be  more  to  show  for  them  on  the  next  day, 
she  was  scarcely  conscious  of  anything  amiss 
as  she  was  now  hurried  by  Cumberland  uj) 
to  the  little  inn  which  was  already  full,  and 
over-full,  and  into  which  the  two  late  comers 
could  scarcely  penetrate  through  the  groups 
of  burly  fishermen  and  sailors  who  blocked 
up  the  doorway. 

Inside,  matters  were  still  worse,  numbers 
of  women  and  children  having  been  also 
accommodated ;  and  the  inn  parlour  as  well 
as  the  kitchen  was  crammed,  hot  and  reek- 
ing with  the  steam  from  damp  garments, 
smoke,  and  whisky. 

"What  a  place  to  bring  you  to!"  ex- 
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claimed  Cumberland.  "It  is  impossible  for 
you  to  remain  here.  There  must  be  some- 
where else.  Here,  my  good  woman — hey, 
Mrs  M'Killop !  where  can  you  find  a  place 
for  Miss  Seaton  to  sit  ?  She  can't  sit  in  here 
with  all  these  people,  you  know ;  and  there 
has  been  some  mistake  about  her  coming — 
she  has  no  outdoor  things  on ;  there  must 
be  some  room,"  and  he  looked  round  impa- 
tiently. 

"  'Deed,  then,  Maister  Cummerland,  there's 
no'.  And  it's  just  the  women  -  folks,  puir 
bodies,  that's  in  here,  and  ]\Iiss  Madeline 
kens  some  o'  them.  There's  Mrs  Cowan 
and  her  bairn  " 

— "This  is  nonsense.  This  is  not  the  time 
for  the  young  ladies  to  be  visiting  their  cot- 
tage people,"  retorted  Cumberland,  haughtily. 
'•Do  you  suppose  Sir  Thomas  would  choose 
that  one  of  his  family  should  be  found  in 

that  "  happily  he  checked  the  word  "  den  " 

before  the  dame's  ears  had  been  assailed  bv 
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it ;  and  recollectiug  that  it  was  expedient  to 
adopt  a  more  conciliatory  tone  if  he  wished 
to  attain  the  object  he  had  in  view,  resumed 
more  mildly,  "  Come,  my  good  woman,  see 
what  you  can  do  ;  there  must  be  some  decent 
room  up-stairs." 

"Aweel,  I'll  tell  ye  the  truth,  Maister 
Cummerland,  there's  rooms,  nae  doot — least- 
wise there's  ae  room  ;  and  we  did  put  a  match 
till  the  fire,  but  the  wun's  that  high,  the  reek 
just  filled  the  hail  place." 

"  Can't  you  open  the  window  ? " 

"  Na,  then,  that's  just  what  we  canna, 
for  the  cord's  broke ;  and  see,  its  coming  this 
war,"  as  a  column  of  smoke  poured  down  the 
narrow  entry.  "E'en  let  it  come,  that'll  be 
best,"  concluded  the  dame,  resignedly;  "let 
reek  alane  for  finnin'  a  way  oot  for  itsel'. 
Step  in  by,  an'  it'll  no'  be  lang;  but  gif  ye 
stand  here  i'  the  draught  " 

"  Yes,  indeed,  you  will  be  chilled  through," 
.-aid  Cumberland,  tenderly  bending  over  his 
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charge.  "  Well,  if  we  must,  we  must ; "  and 
with  a  worse  grace  than  he  had  ever  before 
shown  towards  so  trifling  a  condescension — 
for  in  general  he  was  ready  enough  to  submit 
to  all  that  turned  up,  and  to  make  himself  at 
home  under  any  circumstances — he  steered  a 
way  to  the  seat  by  the  fire,  which  had  been 
politely  vacated  on  their  entrance  ;  and  hav- 
ing ensconced  Madeline  therein,  sat  himself 
down  on  the  old  worn-out  horse-hair  settle 
by  her  side.  The  next  minute  he  inquired 
suddenly,  "  Has  any  one  a  plaid  ? " 

It  was  as  if  he  had  asked,  has  any  one  a 
pipe?  Out  of  those  produced  from  every 
side,  one  was  selected,  soft  and  warm,  and 
drawn  around  the  little  form  that  from  a 
variety  of  emotions,  less  than  from  cold  or 
chill,  even  in  that  atmosphere,  shivered. 
"  The  young  lady  is  not  very  well,"  con- 
tinued Cumberland,  more  graciously  address- 
ing the  assemblage ;  "  and  she  is  getting 
nervous  about  Sir  Thomas  " 
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"  Oo,  there's  nae  need — nae  need  ! " 

"  So  I  tell  lier,  but  she  is — is  still  anxious." 
He  saw  that  she  was  crying.  He  must  exert 
himself  at  once  on  her  behalf ;  and  accord- 
ingly, suggestions,  inquiries,  and  easy  conver- 
sation, which  fixed  all  the  attention  of  his 
auditors  on  himself,  threw  an  air  of  natural 
and  proper  concern  over  what  was  only  too 
apparent,  and  which  must  otherwise  have 
given  rise  to  vulgar  whispers  and  surmises. 

But  underneath  the  soft  folds  of  the  plaid 
there  was  another  language  spoken. 

What  to  Madeline  was  delay,  discomfort, 
distress,  all  the  ache  and  weariness  in  her 
limbs,  all  the  strangeness  of  her  surround- 
ings, all  that  she  had  undergone,  and  even 
all  that  she  might  yet  have  to  undergo, 
when  her  hand  lay  in  a  lover's  clasp  that 
every  moment  told  its  own  tale  ? 

She  would  not,  if  she  could,  have  freed 
herself. 

Tears    might    flow,    her    bosom  might 
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heave,  her  veins  might  throb,  as  ever  more 
aud  more  she  realised  what  had  come  to 
pass — but  what  of  that  ?  In  his  eye  she  read 
no  doubts,  no  suspicion,  no  misgiving,  no 
withdrawal ;  in  his  tones  she  heard  nothing 
but  the  care,  the  love,  the  anxiety,  the  unit- 
ing her  with  himself,  the  joining  of  their 
interests,  the  union  of  their  wishes  which 
ought  to  have  been  there  —  and  his  hand 
spoke  the  rest. 

Even  the  obtuse  wits  around  seemed  to 
feel  there  was  a  solemnity  stealing  over  the 
little  room  which  awed  and  restrained  them. 
Several  had  already  risen  and  gone  out, 
when  on  a  sudden  there  was  heard  outside 
the  welcome  announcement,  "  The  boat's  in 
sicht.  She'll  be  here  the  noo.  She's  at 
Kerriesmuir  ; "  and  one  and  all,  as  though 
eager  to  be  free,  poured  out  into  the  dark- 
ness beyond. 

"  At  last ! "  cried  Cumberland ;  "  at  last ! 
Oh,  my  darling — my  darling — mine  at  last ! " 
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He  never  asked  her,  a}''  or  no.  He  said 
afterwards  he  had  never  thought  about  it. 

"  And  now  I  know  all,"  said  Cumberland, 
presently.  "You  would  not  keep  anything 
back  from  me  now,  Madeline,  and  never, 
never  again  will  you ;  you  are  mine  and  I 
am  yours  for  ever.  Oh,  my  darling,  I  shall 
take  such  care  of  you.  Oh,  to  think  what 
you  have  had  to  bear,  and  I  never  to  guess 
it,  never  to  dream  of  it  till  two  days  ago — 
and  even  then  how  little  did  I  imagine  !  But 
we  won't  talk  of  it.  You  would  not  even 
now  have  told  me  had  I  not  made  you  my 
own  and  claimed  it  as  a  right.  Brave,  true, 
noble  girl !  I  have  loved  you  from  the  first, 
Madeline  ;  now  I  honour  you.  I  shall  look 
up  to  you  to  lead  me  to  be  a  better  man. 
You  shall  make  me  worthier  of  yourself." 

Then  again  it  was,  "But  with  it  all,  my 
little  foolish  one,  why — why — why  did  you 
not  s]ii':ik  out  sooner  ?    If  you  had  but  tol<l 
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your  uncle — and  yet  how  I  worship  you  for 
not  telling !  I  scold  you  for  the  very  thing 
that  makes  me  proudest  of  my  darling — her 
courage,  her  fortitude,  and  her  endurance. 
That  it  should  have  been  displayed  in  such 
a  cause  is  what  I  cannot  get  over — cannot 
yet  quite  get  over.  You  say  it  has  been 
going  on  for  months?  Ah,  well,  it  is  at  an 
end  at  last ;  to-morrow,  if  all  goes  well — and 
I  think  it  ought  to  go  well  now — to-morrow 
sees  me  installed  at  the  Castle  as  your  future 
husltauJ,  and  as  such  I  shall  take  precious 
good  care  that  you  are  not  much  out  of  my 
sight,  and  not  once  out  of  my  sight  in  the  pre- 
sence of  that  "  he  checked  himself :  then 

subjoined  contemptuously,  "  Poor,  imbecile 
creature  !  to  think  that  I  should  have  been 
taken  in  by  that  coarse,  flimsy,  absurd  con- 
trivance !  As  if  I  could  ever  have  credited 
you,  my  pure,  sweet  dove,  with  behaviour  so 

gross  and  ridiculous  " 

"  Oh,  I  am  sorry  I  told  you." 
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"  You  would  not  have  told  me  if  you  could 
have  helped  it,"  responded  Cumberland,  joy- 
ously ;  "  you  had  got  to  give  an  account  of 
yourself  once  you  had  given  me  the  right  to 
demand  it." 

"  But  my  uncle  ?  "  murmured  Madeline. 

"  Sir  Thomas  ?  Well,  it  was  strange ;  but 
he  is  so  engrossed,  no  doubt,  with  his  trouble, 
— of  course  I  understand,  and  am  more  sorry 
for  him  than  I  can  tell — but  it  is  not  to  be 
expected  that  he  should  be  a  good  judge 
about  such  trifling  matters  as  girls  and 
their  sweethearts,"  said  Cumberland,  smiling. 
"  And  now  that  you  mention  him,  where,  I 
wonder,  is  he  ?  The  boat  may  be  in,  must 
have  been  in  some  minutes,  if  not  more.  We 
have  been  so  taken  up  with  ourselves — this 
little  room  has  not  been  a  bad  place  after  all, 
Madeline  ;  but  really  I  must  go  and  hunt  up 
your  uncle  now.  What  is  that  they  are  say- 
ing ?  Something  about  the  Castle  ?  Did  you 
hear  ? " 
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m  THE  COTTAGE. 

"  Hath,  he  -wronged  thee  ?    Forgive  ;  for  'tis  sweet  to  stammer 
one  letter 
Of  th'  Eternal's  language." 

— Tegneb,  translated  by  Longfellow. 

"  The  Castle's  on  fire  !  Castle  Seaton's  on 
fire  !  It's  bleezin'  a'  ower  !  It's  a'  in  a 
lowe  !  It'll  burn  to  the  grund  i'  a  wund 
like  this  ! "  Such  and  suchlike  rapid  ejacu- 
lations were  being  passed  on  from  one  to  an- 
other as  Cumberland  and  Madeline  emerged 
from  the  inn. 

The  rain  had  ceased,  the  night  was  clear 
and  fine,  but  the  high  tidal  wind  had  in- 
creased almost  to  a  gale,  and  the  steamboat 
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lay  rocking  at  the  quay,  her  captain  having 
decided  to  wait  until  the  storm  had  abated 
before  proceeding  further. 

"  Where  is  Sir  Thomas  ?  "  demanded  Cum- 
berland, instantly. 

"  Sir  Tammas  ?  Whaur  suld  he  be  ?  He's 
awa'  to  see  his  ain  fireside  bleezin' !  Puir 
gentleman  !  he'll  no'  need  gang  that  saftly 
neither,  or  it  may  chance  he  fin's  but  the 
black  wa's !  Hae  ye  no'  heerd,  Maister 
Cumberland  ?  hae  ye  no'  heerd  ?  Losh 
me  !  they  hae  cried  it  lood  eneuch.  The 
Castle's  on  fire.  It's  been  burning  this  hoor 
back,  it  " 

"  I  hear — I  hear.  We  must  go  up  at 
once,"  to  Madeline.  "  No  doubt  your  uncle 
is  in  the  stable-yard." 

"  That  is  he  no'.  Amn't  I  tellin'  ye  he's 
awa'  till  his  ain  hame?    He  " 

"  Gone  !  "  exclaimed  Cumberland,  standing 
still. 

"  Gane  a  while  ago.    Went  straicht  awa' 
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frae  the  boat.  The  folks  had  just  corned  wi' 
the  news  whan  the  boat  cam'  in." 

"  Gone  ! "  repeated  Cumberland.  "  How 
have  we  missed  him  ?  How  did  we  not 
hear  him  pass  ? " 

"  Ye  were  ower  muckle  engaged,  may- 
be,"— the  fisherman  looked  at  him  slily ; 
"  an'  they  comed  na  this  gait." 

"  We  ought  to  have  been  told,"  said  Cum- 
berland, vexed  on  Madeline's  account.  He 
bit  his  lip  as  he  looked  at  her,  considering 
what  was  to  be  done. 

"  It  was  my  fault,"  he  murmured.  "  I  ought 

to  have  been  more  on  the  alert ;  but  " 

Then  he  fell  a-musing. 

"  The  Castle  on  fire !  I  wish  to  heaven 
I  could  be  more  concerned.  For  her  sake 
I  am  almost  glad.  Nothing  will  more 
effectually  put  to  flight  any  nervous  recol- 
lections of  her  stay  in  it.  Let  the  old  place 
burn,  it  will  be  no  loss ;  and  moreover — 
well,  I  suppose  there  is  no  harm  in  wishing 
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that  it  may  give  that  diabolical  cracked 
young  cub  a  fright,  if  it  does  nothing  else. 
But  what  about  Madeline  ?  How  am  I  to  get 
her  back  ?  And,  by  Jove !  what  is  she  to 
go  back  to  ?  To  bare  walls  and  hot  cinders  ? 
To  a  renewal  of  all  that  she  has  just  begun 
to  forget  ?    She  shall  not  go." 

"  Can't  we  walk  up  ? "  said  a  very  soft 
voice  at  his  side. 

"  Walk !  No,  that  you  can't,  my  poor 
little  tired  bird.  You  have  flown  far  enough 
to-night,  and  I  forbid  further  flight,"  said 
her  lover,  with  the  tender  authority  that  is 
so  sweet  with  all  the  dew  of  novelty  upon 
it.  "I  must  think  of  some  plan,"  and  he 
paused. 

"  My  poor  uncle  ! "  suggested  Madeline. 

"Well,  I  will  go,"  replied  Cumberland, 
after  thinking  a  minute.  "  I  must  not  be 
selfish  on  a  night  like  this.  I  must  leave 
y(ju,  and  go  as  quickly  as  I  can.  You  will 
be  safe  here,  and  the  inn  is  quiet  now." 
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"  That's  what  it  is,  Maister  Cummerland," 
cried  the  landlady's  shrill  voice,  as  Dame 
M'Killop  joined  the  pair.  "  They're  a'  awa' 
to  the  Castle.  And  to  think  o'  Miss  Made- 
line bein'  owerlooked  i'  the  clamjamfrie ! 
But  as  ye  were  sayin',  sir,  the  place  is  quiet 
eneuch  noo,  an'  the  room's  free  o'  the  reek, 
an'  gif  ye'U  stop  here  " 

"  I  really  think  you  had  better,  dear,"  said 
Cumberland. 

"  Come  ben,  Miss  Madeline — come  ben," 
continued  the  good  woman.  "We'll  mak' 
ye  nice  and  cosy ;  and — and  ye  ken  me — I'll 
hae  the  bed  clean-sheeted  directly,  and  a 
pan  o'  coals.  'Deed  and  I  was  that  put 
alDoot  to  see  ye  amang  a'  thae  rabble.  But 
Maister  Cummerland  here  kens ;  it's  just 
whan  the  boat  comes  in.  There'll  be  ne'er 
a  whisht  noo  for  the  haiU  o'  the  nicht.  Sae 
hie  awa'  yoursel',  Maister  Cummerland,  wi'oot 
ye'll  bide  tae — ye  wunna  do  that  ?  Aweel, 
nae  doot  ye're  wanted  at  the  Castle,  and  ye'll 
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fin'  plenty  o'  company  upo'  the  road.  It's 
little  they'll  can  do  when  they're  theer  if  a' 
they  say's  true — the  auld  place'll  burn  like 
sae  muckle  peat-stacks  ;  but  nae  doot  they'll 
do  their  best,  puir  bodies.  Come  ben,  my 
dear — come  ben." 

"  It  seems  the  only  thing  to  be  done," 
conceded  Cumberland,  who  had  been  ponder- 
ing over  various  plans  while  the  loquacious 
landlady  ran  on,  but  who  had  reluctantly 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  none  which  he 
would  have  preferred  were  feasible.  Then 
aside  to  Madeline,  "  You  know  this  woman ; 
she  is  decent  and  respectable,  I  believe. 
You  will  not  be  afraid  ?  You  will  not  be 
lying  awake  making  yourself  miserable  " 

"  No— not  that." 

He  understood  at  once.  Waking  or 
sleeping,  she  could  not  be  miserable 
now. 

"  I  hate  to  leave  you ; "  he  pressed  her 
closer  to  his  side,  for  the   discreet  Mrs 
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M'Killop  had  vanislied.  "  It  is  hard  to 
part  so  soon,  and  in  such  a  way ;  but  " 

"  Yes — go,  go,"  whispered  she  ;  "  only  re- 
member— for  my  sake," — and  she  hid  her  face 
on  his  shoulder. 

"  For  your  sake — go  on,"  responded  the 
delighted  lover  ;  "  for  your  sake — anything, 
I  guess  what  you  mean,  little  timid  thing; 
it  is  the  fire  you  think  of.  You  are  afraid 
I  shall  be  venturesome.  You  can  be  bold 
enough  on  your  own  account,  eh  ?  But  / 
must  be  a  coward.  Well,  I  will,  I  will, 
^ladeline,  for  your  sake."  And  with  many 
a  kiss  and  promise  at  length  he  had  to  go. 

There  were,  as  JMrs  M'Killop  said,  plenty 
of  people  on  their  way  to  the  burning  Castle 
— some  impelled  by  one  motive,  some  by 
another,  but  all  more  or  less  dominated 
by  the  curiosity  inseparable  from  human 
nature. 

By  twos  and  threes  they  hastened  along. 
Now  running,  now  walking,   now  looking 
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behind  to  see  who  followed,  and  now  di- 
verging to  right  and  to  left  in  hopes  of 
gaining  some  little  point  of  eminence  from 
which  the  blazing  towers  could  be  discerned. 

At  length  Cumberland  observed  a  halt 
that  was  universal.  All  who  came  up  to 
the  spot  paused,  and  those  who  were  at  any 
distance  behind  set  off  running,  in  order 
more  quickly  to  gain  the  goal.  "  They  can 
see  it  from  there,"  he  concluded,  and  he  was 
right. 

The  great  flaming  mass  was  distinctly 
visible  raging  in  the  high  night  wind,  and 
it  was  obvious  at  a  glance  that  there  could 
be  no  question  of  its  utter  destruction, 

"  An  hour  later,  and  wha  kens  what  micht 
hae  been  ? "  observed  some  one  near  Cumber- 
land, as  he  joined  the  group  ;  "an'  nae  doot, 
wi'oot  loss  o'  life,  it's  a  sair  sicht  to  Sir 
Tammas.    A  heap  o'  property's  there." 

"  Property  !  Wha  speaks  o'  property  ? " 
cried  another.    "  What's  property  compared 
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wi'  liiiman  life  ?  Sir  Tanimas  will  think 
little  o'  his  bits  o'  duds  gif  a'  his  bainis  are 
gate  an'  soond." 

"A'  his  bairns!"  interposed  another  sig- 
nificantly. "  A'  his  bairns  1  There's  ae 
bairn  he  wadna  be  that  sweer  to  lose,  I'm 
thiukin' — that  laddie  Tarn." 

"  Wheeslit,  man,  wheesht !  Hand  3'er 
tongue,  ye  gomerel,"  and  Cumberland  sus- 
pected a  nudge  and  a  look  in  his  direction. 
"  Humph ! "  he  thought.  "  it  is  no  longer 
]\Iadeline's  secret  then.    I  thought  as  much." 

Then  a  new  topic  was  started. 

"  Hoo's  it  fa'n  oot,  think  ye  ?  jMaister 
INIarks  '11  get  his  skelps,  wunna  he  ? " 

"  jMaister  Marks  is  wi'  the  leddies  at 
Heatherhill,"  announced  one  better  informed 
than  the  rest,  "  and  they're  no'  back  yet. 
Na,  na,  it's  no'  JMaister  IMarks." 

Hereupon  followed  more  conjectures,  and 
then  a  move.  All  were  beginning  to  start — 
some  had  already  gone ;  when,  on  a  sudden, 
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a  voice  rang  through  the  night  air,  "  Lord- 
sakes  !  /  hen  the  man  wha  did  it ! " 

So  did  Cumberland.  The  clamour  which 
followed,  the  interrogations,  ejaculations,  and 
general  excitement  passed  by  almost  unheard 
and  unmarked.  His  head  swam,  his  brain 
reeled,  he  scarcely  felt  the  ground  he  trod 
on,  and,  as  in  a  dream,  he  heard  afar  off 
the  name  of  Madeline's  would-be  murderer. 
Yes — it  was,  it  must  be  he ;  it  could  be 
none  other  than  Donald,  the  discharged  and 
revengeful  shepherd.  Mastering  him:s'jlf, 
however,  by  a  determined  effort,  he  awaited 
further  evidence,  and  as  soon  as  he  was 
sufficiently  collected  to  listen,  found  it  forth- 
coming in  abundance.  The  speaker  was  the 
farm  hind,  who,  it  will  be  remembered,  had 
fallen  in  with  Donald  after  his  dismissal  by 
Sir  Thomas,  and  to  whom  hints  had  been 
let  fall  to  which  it  was  but  too  plain  the 
present  disaster  referred. 

W.1S  wufl,  clcui  wud,  thot  was  \vli;it 
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Donald  was  ;  and  me,  I  likit  ill  the  leuks  o' 
him,  and  wanr  what  he  said.  He  bade  me 
look  at  the  auld  place,  and  quo'  he,  '  Yell 
see  it  nae  mair ; '  but  for  a'  he  had  a  doon 
broo,  and  an  uncanny  glint  i'  the  e'e,  I 
thocht  it  was  but  a  word,  maybe  an  angry 
man's  imprecation  like,  no'  that  he  wad  gang 
himsel'  to  do  it.  But,  Godsakes,  believe  or  no', 
it's  him.    It's  Donald  wha's  done  the  deed ! " 

As  he  spoke  all  were  moving  on  nearer 
and  nearer  to  a  scene  that  was  terrific  and 
appalling  beyond  anything  that  Cumberland 
had  ever  witnessed.  Not  all  the  rolling 
clouds  of  blackened  smoke  which  were  being 
whirled  about  by  the  furious  sea- wind,  and 
which  were  never  allowed  to  hang  for  a 
moment  overhead,  could  hide  the  wildly 
leaping  flames  which  darted  from  roof,  spire, 
and  turret ;  while  the  blazing  fountains 
themselves,  in  every  fantastic  form  and 
shape,  writhing,  waving,  and  sweeping  hither 
and  thither  as  they  were  driven ;  the  crash 
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of  fallino;  timber  ever  and  anon  minffling 
with  the  roaring  and  bellowing  of  the  vast 
furnace  ;  the  torrents  of  sparks  which  poured 
and  shot  into  the  darkness  beyond ;  the 
springing  and  shooting  up  of  great  black 
beams,  as  floors  and  ceilings  gave  way, — all 
combined  to  make  the  conflagration  one  of 
so  complete  and  terrible  a  nature  that  no 
rescue  seemed  to  have  been  even  thought 
of,  and  certainly  none  had  been  attempted. 

So  far  had  the  fire  gone  ere  it  was  dis- 
covered, and  so  helpless  had  been  the  be- 
wildered occupants  of  the  Castle  at  the  time 
it  broke  out  to  give  any  assistance,  that  it 
had  been  considered  beyond  remedy  even 
from  the  first ;  and  now,  in  a  sort  of  fatal- 
istic resignation  and  inactivity,  Sir  Thomas 
Seaton's  household  and  retainers  stood  watch- 
ing from  a  safe  distance,  when  they  were 
joined  by  the  new  arrivals  from  the  port. 

Cumberland  looked  round  for  Sir  Thomas, 
but  he  was  not  to  be  seen, 
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"Is  it  Sir  Tammas  ye're  seekin',  Maister 
Cummerland  ? "  inquired  one  who  knew  him, 
observing  Cumberland  going  from  group  to 
group.  "  He's  doon  -  by.  In  yonder,  wi' 
Maister  Tam.  They  hae  ta'en  Maister  Tarn 
to  that  bit  cottage,"  pointing  to  one  of  the 
gardeners'  houses,  "and  his  fayther's  wi' 
him." 

"  Is  he  hurt  ? "  inquired  Cumberland. 
Perhaps  he  spoke  with  indifference,  for  the 
man  looked  at  him  surprised. 

"He's  mair  than  hurt,  if  it's  true  what 
they  say.  'Tis  the  young  laird — him  that 
canna  get  aboot  his  sel',  —  oo,  ay,  ye  ken 
him, — they  say  it's  waur  than  was  thocht 
upon.    The  doctor's  wi'  him  the  noo." 

"How  did  it  happen?" 

"Aweel,  I  hae  my  doots.  Maybe  he  was 
fou,  maybe  no'.  Ye  ken  he  was  that  way. 
And  they're  sayin'  ower  yonder  that  he  had 
been  upo'  the  spree  the  nicht,  and  the  fire 
brak  oot  i'  his  pairt  o'  the  Castle  (maybe  it 
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had  been  liimsel'  wliac  did  it);  but  onylioo, 
he  was  that  sair  burned  whan  they  cam  till 
him,  that — thonder's  the  doctor  noo."  And 
as  he  spoke  the  village  surgeon,  with  Sir 
Thomas,  emerged  from  the  door  of  the 
cottage. 

They  were  too  evidently  engrossed  for  in- 
trusion, and  with  native  delicacy  it  was  not 
until  their  master  had  been  seen  to  ascend 
and  drive  rapidly  off  in  Dr  Maclean's  own 
vehicle  that  there  was  a  general  rush  towards 
that  gentleman,  and  an  outburst  of  inquiry. 

"  He  will  not  live  an  hour,"  was  the  reply. 
"  Mr  Cumberland,"  added  the  speaker,  catch- 
ing sight  of  him,  "  you  are  a  friend  of  the 
family ;  can  you  step  inside  with  me  ?  The 
poor  fellow  is  in  no  pain,  and  will  die  quite 
easy ;  but  there  is  one  thing,  he  is  so  far 
gone  he  can  hardly  speak,  but  he  is  raving 
delirious  on  one  point  —  namely,  that  his 
cousin,  ]\I.iss  Madeline  Seaton,  is  still  in  the 
Castle  ;  and  when  I  first  came  up  I  found  the 
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belief  universal,  and  the  greatest  excitement 
and  consternation  on  her  account  prevailing. 
Now,  as  I  had  it  for  a  certainty  from  Sir 
Thomas's  groom  that  Miss  Madeline  was 
down  at  the  pier  " 

•''Yes,  yes;  she  is.  I  left  her  there.  She 
is  all  right." 

"  Delighted  to  hear  it.  I  thought  it  must 
be  so ;  but  the  poor  lad — could  you  quiet  his 
mind,  do  you  think  ?  If  you  could  succeed 
in  making  him  comprehend  you — but  I  doubt 
it.  The  idea  has  taken  possession  of  him 
completely." 

"As  well  it  might,"  thought  Cumberland, 
bitterly.  He  had  never  in  his  life  been 
asked  to  do  anything  so  terrible  as  to  enter 
that  cottage.  Previously  he  had  resolved 
to  see  Tom  Seaton  as  seldom  as  might  be, 
and  when  a  meeting  was  unavoidable,  to 
treat  him  with  such  unconcealed  and  sting- 
ing contempt  as  should,  as  must  have,  galled 
the  youth  to  the  quick.    Even  as  he  came 
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along,  a  few  minutes  before,  he  had  seen 
himself  looking  unutterable  things,  and  had 
known  that  he  could  well  look  them.  He 
had  heard  his  own  voice  conveying  the 
withering  innuendo  which  should  have  pierced 
to  the  very  marrow,  and  which  should  have 
been  so  unanswerable  and  impossible  to  take 
notice  of ;  and  he  had  almost  liked  the  idea 
of  establishing  himself  at  the  Castle  in  the 
character  of  Madeline's  betrothed,  because  of 
the  opportunities  it  would  aflford  for  aveng- 
ing Madeline's  injuries. 

And  now  to  be  asked  to  administer  a 
healing  balm  to  Madeline's  tyrant ! 

"I — I  don't  think  it  signifies,"  he  said, 
uneasily.  "  I  really  think  he  had  better  be 
let  alone." 

"  As  you  please,  of  course,"  replied  the 
surgeon,  shrugging  his  shoulders.  "There 
is  a  feeling  about  having  done  anything 
you  could  for  a  dead  man." 

"  Dead  !    He's  not  dead." 
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"As  good  as  dead.  He  may  be  gone 
while  we  are  speaking.  He  is  certainly  in 
extremis,  and  it  was  pitiable  to  hear  him 
just  now ;  but,  however,  he  may  be  too  far 
gone  by  this  time  to  care  " 

"  If  I  thought  it  could  do  any  good,"  said 
Cumberland,  but  with  a  reluctance  that  he 
could  not  overcome.  "  Do  you  think  he 
will  know  me  ? " 

"  That  I  cannot  tell.  He  knew  his  father, 
but  would  hardly  speak  to  him.  All  he  kept 
repeating  was  a  sort  of  mutter  about  '  Mad- 
eline.' It  was  this  notion  in  his  head  that 
he  could  not  get  over,  that  '  Madeline  was 
buried  in  the  Castle  ; '  and  I  think  if  he  had 
had  strength  he  would  almost  have  struck 
his  father  for  assuring  him  she  was  safe  and 
well.  Sir  Thomas  asked  if  he  would  like  to 
see  his  mother — he  is  gone  for  her  now — but 
he  got  no  answer  at  all,  and  then  by-and-by 
it  was  '  ]Madeline '  again.  Once  it  was,  '  If 
Madeline  were  here  ' " 
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"  Madeline  is  not  here,"  said  Cumberland, 
harshly ;  "  and  I  am  glad  of  it." 

"  Madeline  is  here,"  cried  the  voice  he 
loved  close  beside  him ;  "  and  I  am  glad, 
oh,  so  glad  she  is  !  I  came  because  I  heard 
about  him, — and  I  had  the  chance, — I  was 
driven  up, — oh,  never  mind  about  it,  take 
me  in  quick — quick, — why  are  you  waiting  ? " 
and  there  was  a  reproach  in  the  tone  before 
which  Cumberland  looked  down  ashamed, 
"  Is  it  there  ? "  continued  Madeline,  swiftly. 
"  Come — come,"  and  she  was  hastening  in, 
when  he  held  her  back. 

"  Madeline,  my  darling,  stay.  Let  me  go 
first.  You  do  not  know  what  you  may  see. 
Doctor,  speak  to  her.  Madeline  —  wait  —  a 
moment.  I  implore — oh,  for  my  sake  !  and 
I  gave  you  any  promise  you  desired  for 
yours  " 

"  And  I  would — any  other — but  not  this." 
He  held  her,  but  she  escaped.  He  began 
again ;  but  she  raised  her  hand  to  silence 
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him.  He  had  now  to  see  and  know  for  ever- 
more that  look  before  which  the  tempter  had 
ever  quailed,  when  in  times  past  the  gentle 
girl,  so  weak  and  yet  so  strong,  so  timid  and 
yet  so  fearless,  had  been  tried  as  by  fire,  and 
had  not  been  found  wanting. 

Without  another  attempt  to  stop  her,  he 
followed  mutely  into  the  cottage. 

On  a  peasant's  bed  in  the  wall,  humble 
but  decent,  Tom  Seaton  lay  dying ;  death 
was  almost  there  already.  The  injuries  he 
had  received  were  of  too  severe  a  nature  for 
bodily  pain  even  to  be  felt,  and  with  closed 
eyes  and  feeble  breath  he  lay  motionless, 
while  the  wasted,  miserable  life  was  ebbing 
away. 

"  He  cannot  go  like  this,"  cried  Madeline, 
falling  on  her  knees  beside  the  pallet. 
"  Tom,  dear  Tom,  do  you  know  me  ?  Do 
you  know  Madeline — your  cousin  Madeline  ? 
She  is  come ;  she  is  here,  beside  you,  dear ; 
this  is  her  hand — take  it — don't  you  feel  it  ? " 
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as  the  limp  fingers  had  no  grasp  of  hers. 
"  It  is  Madeline,  you  know ;  Madeline,  whom 
you  asked  for ;  you  wanted  her  to  come,  did 
you  not,  Tom  ?  "  Then  lower,  "  You  wanted 
her  to  say  she  forgave  you,  did  you  not,  dear 
Tom  ? "  she  paused ;  but  he  seemed  not  to 
hear. 

"  He  hears  nothing  now,"  said  the  doctor 
aside  to  Cumberland,  as  they  stood  a  little 
back,  while  the  other  inmates  of  the  cottage 
had  been  motioned  to  leave  the  room  at  the 
first.  "  I  doubt  she  will  hardly  rouse  him 
now.    He  does  not  know  she  is  there,  and 


"Hush!"  said  Cumberland,  solemnly.  "Let 
her  voice  alone  speak.  It  may  be  " — his  own 
faltered — "there  is  One  above  who  listens, 
even  if  he  is  past  hearing." 

With  bent  heads  they  then  in  silence 
watched  the  scene. 

"  Oh,  my  poor  cousin ;  it  is  not  yet  too 
late."     The  kneeling  figure  still  held  the 
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nerveless  hand  upon  the  coverlet,  pressing 
and  straining  it  in  her  own.  "  See,  dear 
Tom ;  I  have  come  to  you — come  on  purpose 
to  forgive  you,  to  love  you,  to  pray  for  you. 
Pray  one  little  word,  one  cry,  one  whisper 
for  yourself.  Oh,  you  don't  need  to  speak ; 
only  look  to  Him — tell  Him  you  are  sorry — 
tell  Him  you  have  sinned ;  tell  it  only  in 
your  heart,  Tom.  Can  you  hear  me  ?  Oh 
Tom,  poor,  poor  Tom;  oh,  dear  Tom.  Oh 
my  God,  he  cannot  hear  me,  and  he  cannot 
speak  to  Thee.  Hear  me  for  him ;  he  has 
sinned  so  deeply,  so  dreadfully,  that  we 
know  not  how  to  dare  to  ask,  and  there  is 
no  time ;  and  oh,  what  shall  we  do  ? — what 
shall  we  dof"  And  a  cry,  an  anguished, 
pleading,  imploring  cry  arose  with  every 
word. 

Still  there  was  no  response,  no  sign. 

The  death-damp  stood  upon  the  brow  of 
that  once  loathed  and  dreaded  face,  the  lips 
that  had  last  been  opened  before  her  in  cruel 
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mockings  and  vile  taunts,  fell  slowly  apart — 
she  rose  and  kissed  them  ;  she  held  the  head 
upon  her  bosom  ;  her  tears  streamed  over  the 
livid  cheek. 
"  Madeline ! " 

At  last  he  had  awakened ;  at  last  he  un- 
derstood. 

"  It  is  her  angel,"  he  murmured.  "  She  is 
come — to  forgive."  There  was  a  shadow  of  a 
smile,  a  faint  sob,  and  all  was  over. 

Cumberland,  dashing  the  tear  from  his 
own  eye,  stepped  forward  and  reverently  led 
the  weeping  girl  from  the  room. 
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"  Smiling  noon  for  sullen  morrow, 
Years  of  joy  for  hours  of  sorrow. " 

— Rolcehy. 

A  MORN  as  still  as  heaven,  a  radiant  sunrise, 
and  a  sparkling  sea  succeeded  the  night  of 
ruin  and  death. 

But  for  the  evidence  of  what  had  been,  in 
the  shape  of  the  still  smouldering  heaps  of 
wreckage,  and  the  subdued  and  sad  faces  of 
the  bereaved,  it  would  have  seemed  like  a 
dream  that  anything  so  fatally  disastrous 
could  have  taken  place  only  a  few  hours 
before  that  peaceful  smiling  dawn. 

But  there  stood  the  naked,  blackened 
skeleton  of  the  old  tower ;  there  smoked  the 
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shapeless  masses,  still  warm ;  and  there  lay 
the  lifeless  bodies  of  the  victims — for  there 
were  two,  and  one  had  fired  his  own  funeral 
pile.  That  of  the  shepherd  had  been  dragged 
out  from  beneath  a  stone  archway,  which 
had  resisted  all  the  attacks  of  the  flames, 
and  which  still  stood,  narrow,  upright,  and 
indestructible.  It  was  beneath  Tom's  room, 
and  was  a  mode  of  ingress  and  egress  which 
had  long  been  disused,  and  in  consequence 
the  vast  iron-bound  and  studded  door  was 
almost,  if  not  quite,  immovable.  It  was 
conjectured  by  those  who  were  in  possession 
of  Donald's  intentions,  that  after  setting  fire 
to  the  room  in  which  the  young  laird  lay, 
and  removing  the  bell  which  hung  across  the 
sofa,  and  by  which  he  had  been  wont  to  sum- 
mon assistance  (for  all  testified  that  no  bell 
had  rung,  and  the  cripple  had  consequently 
— awful  thought — beheld  his  doom  approach 
without  hope  of  deliverance),  that  the  incen- 
diary had  then,  himself,  sought  to  escape ; 
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but  if — as  seemed  probable  to  those  who 
knew  his  savage  and  vengeful  nature — he 
had  lingered  to  taunt  his  late  confederate 
and  behold  his  misery,  he  had  not  allowed 
himself  sufficient  time,  and  the  fire  spreading 
all  the  more  rapidly  for  the  brandy  with 
which  it  will  be  remembered  the  carpet  had 
been  soaked,  had  prevented  his  return  to  find 
another  exit,  and  had  finally  sent  forth  such 
volumes  of  smoke  as  had  sufibcated  him. 

But  little  pity  or  sympathy  was  felt  for 
the  guilty  wretch,  who  had  not  only  sought 
so  horrible  a  revenge  on  those  by  whom  he 
had  felt  himself  aggrieved,  but  had  not  even 
attempted  to  withdraw  from  their  ghastly 
fate  a  whole  innocent  household,  including 
the  woman  he  had  professed  to  love. 

Nor  was  the  mourning  for  Sir  Thomas 
Seaton's  only  son  and  heir  much  deeper  or 
more  general. 

He  had  not,  it  is  true,  done  a  deed  which 
would  have  handed  down  his  name  with 
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obloquy  to  all  future  generations,  but  he  had 
been  known  to  be  what  he  was — a  youth  of 
hopelessly  vicious  habits  and  incurable  health, 
and  a  constant  wearing  trouble  and  grief  to 
bhe  best  of  parents.  His  being  taken  out  of 
the  world  could  not  but  be  felt  to  be  nothing 
short  of  a  relief  and  benefit  to  all. 

Lady  Seaton  was,  of  course,  an  exception 
to  the  rule.  She  wept  genuine  tears,  and 
experienced  genuine  sorrow ;  but  as  it  is 
known  that  the  son  she  bewailed  was  simply 
a  creature  of  her  own  imagination,  and  that 
the  truth  must  sooner  or  later  have  forced 
its  way  even  to  her,  it  will  be  seen  that 
whilst  all  about  her  respected  her  feelings, 
there  were  none  but  felt  she  had  been  dealt 
with  mercifully.  Things  were  at  such  a  pass 
that  she  could  not  much  longer  have  con- 
tinued in  ignorance,  whereas  now  she  could, 
to  the  end  of  time,  believe  in  the  reality  of 
her  loss, 

Blanche  and  Flora  were  not  so  credulous. 
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Each,  it  now  appeared,  had  had  misgivings 
from  time  to  time,  though  from  selfish  and 
indolent  motives  nnwiUing  to  believe,  or  to 
take  any  notice  of  what  they  could  not  help 
seeing  ;  it  would  have  made  them  uncomfort- 
able to  have  worried  about  their  brother. 

Now,  however,  they  were  ready  to  confide 
and  call  to  memory,  and  though  naturally 
shocked  by  the  frightful  nature  of  his  end, 
it  would  have  been  hypocrisy  to  pretend 
more.  They  went  about  gravely  and  quietly, 
and  that  was  aU  that  was  expected  from 
them. 

Sir  Thomas  himself  it  was  who,  strange 
to  say,  was  the  most  communicative  person 
on  the  sad  event,  and  the  recipient  of  his 
confidence  was  Cumberland. 

"  It  is  all  over  now,"  he  said ;  "  and  as 
there  is,  alas  !  no  further  chance  of  saving 
my  poor  son,  so  there  is  no  more  need  for 
concealment.  It  has  been  the  skeleton  in 
my  cupboard  for  years.     I  saw  the  first 
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beginnings  about  three  years  ago  when  he 
was  ordered  to  take  stimulants  after  an  ill- 
ness. He  continued,  I  thought,  taking  them 
for  a  very  long  time,  and  in  very  great  quan- 
tities, and  at  last  the  truth  flashed  upon  me. 
I  set  about  at  once  to  counteract  the  evil, 
and  made  no  doubt  I  should  soon  do  so,  as 
he  was  then  so  young,  a  mere  lad  of  fifteen. 
But  I  was  to  be  soon  and  terribly  unde- 
ceived. Time  after  time  I  thought  I  had 
succeeded,  only  to  find  myself  foiled,  my 
rules  and  restrictions  evaded,  and  the  people 
in  whom  I  had  placed  confidence  false  to  me. 

"  It  was  not  until  my  niece,  my  brother's 
daughter,  Madeline,  you  know  "  (Cumberland 
smiled).  "  Of  course,  of  course,"  said  poor  Sir 
Thomas,  recalled  to  other  matters  —  "  ah, 
what  a  treasure  you  will  have  in  that  dear 
girl ! "  he  sighed — then  after  a  pause  resumed, 
"  she  gave  me  hope,  God  bless  her  for  it ! 
From  the  first  I  fancied  poor  Tom  was 
anxious  to  stand  well  with  her.     She  was 
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pretty,  bright,  pleasant,  all  that  a  young 
man  likes  to  look  upon  ;  and  he  was  getting 
to  be  a  young  man,  and  I  thought,  I  ima- 
gined that  her  presence  inspired  him  with  a 
desire  to  reclaim  himself.  That  desire  was 
everything — would  have  been  everything  if 
it  had  been  real, — without  it,  all  that  could 
be  done  by  others  availed  nothing,  as  I  had, 
too  soon,  reason  to  find.  But  at  first  I  had 
strong  hopes,  and  I  fear  I  sacrificed  the  poor 
girl  in  a  great  measure  to  them.  It  never 
occurred  to  me  that  Tom  could  have  been 
shameless  enough  to  play  the  part  he  did. 
That  a  son  of  mine  "  he  stopped,  in  emo- 
tion too  painful  for  words. 

"  I  am  the  more  grieved  that  I  should 
have  been  obliged  to  add  to  your  trouble," 
said  Cumberland,  with  respectful  sympathy, 
' '  now  that  I  know  how  great  it  has  been. 
But  Madeline's  being  where  she  was  last 
night,  and  the  general  idea  that  she  had 
been  imprisoned  " 
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"  True,  true  ;  it  had  to  be  explained.  How 
wonderful  and  how  merciful  was  her  escape  ! 
But  for  her  courage,  and  but  for  that  timely 

recollection  of  the  sloping  wall  "  again 

words  failed ;  he  could  only  wring  his  com- 
panion's hand,  and  each  in  silence  paused 
before  what  might  have  been.  Madeline, 
it  will  be  remembered,  had  been  lodged  in 
the  room  over  Tom's,  and  to  it  the  flames 
had  first  ascended;  no  rescue  could  have 
availed  her  had  she  been  where  her  jailers 
had  meant  her  to  be. 

"  My  only  wonder  is,"  said  Sir  Thomas  at 
length,  "  why  the  attempt  was  not  made  the 
night  before,  and  during  the  night,  when  we 
were  all  in  our  beds." 

"  I  think  I  can  enlighten  you  on  that 
point,"  replied  Cumberland ;  "  my  groom  has 
now  come  forward — he  is  a  good  fellow  on 
the  whole,  and  in  a  very  great  state  of  mind 
now  that  he  finds  what  he  has  been  con- 
niving at, — he  says  he  took  a  note  yesterday 

s 
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from  your  son  to  this  Donald;  he  was  in 
the  habit  of  taking  these  notes,  receiving, 
no  doubt,  compensation  " 

"  Who  gave  them  him  ?  Marks  ? " 

"No;  I  believe  Marks  to  be  trustworthy, 
at  least  to  the  extent  of  taking  no  part  in 
what  went  on,  and  only  knowing  when  he 
was  obliged  to  know.  It  was  Jane  the 
housemaid,  Donald's  sweetheart,  who  was 
the  true  go-between ;  she  gave  the  notes  to 
my  man  for  Donald,  and  received  his  in 
return ;  she  cleared  away  all  traces  of — of 
anything  that  might  have  excited  suspicion  ; 
and  it  was  she  who  let  Donald  in  yesterday 
evening,  and  was  to  have  let  Madeline  out 
this  morning.  She  had  been  indignant  on 
her  swain's  behalf  at  his  dismissal,  and  had 
been  persuaded  by  him  to  do  anything ; 
but  she  is  a  wretched  creature,  and  is  now 
all  penitence  and  hysterics." 

"  And  yesterday's  note  ? " 

"  Contained  a  summons  to  Donald  to  come 
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last  night  when  all,  including  Marks,  should 
be  out  of  the  way  ;  to  bring  brandy  from  the 
usual  people,"^ — Sir  Thomas  groaned, — "and 
to  be  ready  for  his  revenge  on  the  traitor 
who  had  betrayed  him." 

"The  traitor?" 

"  Madeline." 

"  I  see ;  and  so  Donald  postponed  his 
revenge  on  us  all  in  order  to  secure  this 
first  ? " 

"  And  probably  saw  a  better  chance  of 
accomplishing  his  purpose  from  within  than 
from  without  the  walls." 

"  Ah,  well,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  with  a  heavy 
sigh,  "  God  forgive  them  all  !  It  is  a  bitter 
thing  for  a  father  to  have  this  sort  of  sorrow 
for  his  only  son ;  but  it  is  the  Almighty's 
will,  and  I  trust  to  submit.  And  now,"  in 
a  lighter  tone — "  now  about  yourself.  Your 
marriage  with  my  niece  gives  me,  I  need 
hardly  say,  the  only  happy  thought  I  have 
in  this  dark  hour.     She  is  worthy  of  any 
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man :  and  you,  I  think,  are  worthy  of  her. 
That  she  has  been  to  me  the  greatest  solace, 
comfort,  and  help  I  could  have  had  ever 
since  she  came  to  sojourn  under  this  roof, 
I  may  truly  say ;  I  would  I  had  shown  my 
sense  of  it  sooner  and  better.    I  have  been 

remiss  from  no  unkindness  " 

"  That  I  am  sure  of,"  said  Cumberland, 
warmly. 

"  But  my  life  has  been  so  embittered,  so 
destroyed ;  and  my  thoughts  being  so  con- 
stantly occupied,"  pursued  poor  Sir  Thomas, 
sorrowfully,  "  I  fear  my  other  children,  and 
indeed  all  about  me,  have  had  but  scant 
justice.  I  have  had  no  pleasure  in  any- 
thing. What  eujoyment  could  it  bring  to 
me  that  my  worldly  concerns  prospered, 
when  the  son  who  should  have  come  after 
me — and  the  estates  are  strictly  entailed — 
was  leading  the  life,  or  would  have  led  the 
life,  of  the  lowest  sot  ?  What  could  I  care 
about  my  farms  or  my  rents  ?    The  more  he, 
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had  had,  the  worse  use  he  would  have  made 
of  it.  I  shall  now  be  able  to  rearrange  my 
affairs ;  "  and  in  spite  of  himself,  a  brighter 
look  crept  over  the  thin  face  ;  "  and  the  first 
thing  I  do  will  be  to  see  that  the  one  to 
whom  I  owe  so  much  has  a  suitable  mar- 
riage portion.  As  soon  as  the  lawyers  can 
do  their  part,  —  but  what  are  your  own 
views  ? " 

"  I  hope  I  shall  not  startle  you,"  replied 
Cumberland,  looking  straight  in  front  of  him, 
and  speaking  with  a  nervousness  and  effort 
very  unlike  himself.  "I  hope  you  will  not 
think  me  presumptuous  or  unfeeling ;  but 
1  have  an  idea — a  plan — and  if  you  will 
consent  ;  but,  of  course,  if  you  disap- 
prove "  he  stopped,  for  signs  betokening 

encouragement,  or  the  reverse. 

"  Well  ? "  said  Sir  Thomas,  in  his  kindest 
voice.  He  had  never  liked  Cumberland  so 
much  as  at  that  moment.  There  was  a 
hesitation,  an  anxiety,  an  eager  breathless- 
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ness  in  his  broken  sentences,  which  showed 
the  reality  and  power  of  the  feelings  within 
beyond  what  anything  else  could  have  done. 

"  Madeline  does  not  know  anything  of 
what  I  am  going  to  say,"  proceeded  Made- 
line's lover ;  and  the  graceful  Cumberland 
looked  positively  awkward  as,  twisting  and 
untwisting  his  hands  like  the  veriest  lout, 
he  stammered  and  reddened,  and  could  get 
no  farther.  At  last  he  made  a  bolt :  "I 
want  to  carry  off  my  bride  to-day,"  he  said. 

"Good  heavens!  my  dear  Cumberland!" 

"  Yes ;  but  do  hear  me — do  bear  with  me 
— let  me  explain."  He  was  fluent  enough 
now.  "  I  know  how  extraordinary  it  must 
seem ;  but  indeed,  if  I  do  not  offend  you, 
[  believe  I  can  explain ;  and  I  think — I 
really  think — that  I  shall  have  you  on  my 
side.  At  any  rate,  you  will  see  that  there 
is  some  reason — that  I  am  not  altogether 
selfish.  Sir  Thomas,  Madeline  ought  not  to 
remain  here.    The  sight  of  these  ruins — the 
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remembrance  of  last  night — the  scenes  that 
followed  one  upon  another,  and  the  last  of 

all   But  I  need  not — I  will  not  remind 

you.  It  is  only  this,  that  I  must  beg  you 
to  call  to  mind  that  there  is  yet  a  trial  to 
be  gone  through  "    He  paused. 

Sir  Thomas  bent  his  head. 

"  She  will  break  down  utterly,"  hinted 
Cumberland. 

"You  are  right,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  after 
consideration — "  right  in  so  far  that  here 
she  must  not  remain ;  but  we  have  kind 
neighbours,  friends  ■" 

"All  on  the  spot.  All  full  of  the  one 
topic — all  curious  and  inquisitive,  and  un- 
restrained by  any  feelings  of  delicacy,  since 
Madeline,  being  only  a  cousin,  cannot  be 
supposed  to  care  as  a  sister  might.  At  the 
same  time,  every  minute  she  spends  alone 
will  be  given  up  to  brooding  over  the  past — 
to  reminiscences  which  she  must  stifle  in  her 
own  breast — to  haunting  visions  such  as  she 
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would  be  sure  to  sink  under.  Her  health 
would  break.     You  would,  I  know,  blame 

yourself  " 

"  I  should  indeed." 

"  Now  with  me,"  proceeded  the  suppliant, 
seizing  his  advantage — "  with  me  Madeline 
would  be  under  no  such  weight  of  secrecy. 
I  know  all ;  we  could  talk  over  all ;  by 
degrees  I  would  wean  her  from  thinking 
of  it." 

"  There  is  something  in  what  you  say, 
no  doubt,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  thoughtfully. 
"  Still,  my  dear  fellow,  a  wedding,  and  we 
have  not  yet  had  the  funeral ! " 

"  But  why  a  wedding  in  the  one  sense  at 
all  ? "  insinuated  Cumberland.  "  AVe  can  be 
married  without  our  friends  and  neighbours 
knowing;  or  if  they  knew — that  is  to  say, 
when  they  know — circumstances  will  explain 
it.  All  that  needs  be  said  once  Madeline  is 
safe  away  with  me  is  that  the  fire  gave  her 
such  a  shock  that  our  marriage  was  hastened. 
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and  was  solemnised  privately  in  order  to  get 
her  out  of  the  way.  That  will  be  quite 
enough  when  she  is  not  here  herself ;  but  if 

she  were  staying  on  " 

"  But  it  will  be  all  over  the  country  at 
once.  You  will  meet  people  as  you  go 
away." 

"  My  yacht  will  be  here  in  an  hour.  Only 
yesterday  I  wired  my  captain  to  bring  her, 
and  moor  her  in  the  bay  yonder.  I  thought 
we  should  have  had  some  sails,  the  weather 
has  been  so  still  till  yesterday,  and  she  is 
a  steamer,  so  we  don't  need  wind.  I  had 
meant  to  go  south  in  her  by-and-by  at  any 
rate,  when  I  had  hoped,  if  all  had  gone 
well  " 

"  I  understand,"  said  Sir  Thomas.  "  But 
still,  I  hardly  know  " 

"  There  she  is ! "  cried  Cumberland,  joy- 
ously. "  I  have  been  on  the  look-out  for 
her  since  twelve  o'clock.  My  captain  tele- 
graphed this  morning  that  they  would  anchor 
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off  Eoldaverock  about  noon ;  lie  is  not  much 
behind  his  time.  We  will  be  off  before 
dusk." 

"  But — but — ^let  me  think  for  a  moment ; 
— ^how  is  it  to  be  done  ?  The  minister — the 
banns  " 

"The  minister  is  not  far  off — he  is  with 
Lady  Seaton  now.  As  for  the  banns,  I 
understand  it  is  but  a  fine  at  the  worst, 
which  he  will  send  to  me.  My  dear  Sir 
Thomas,  I  am  ashamed  to  be  so  urgent,  but 
as  you  see  yourself  the  circumstances  are — 
are — ^they  do  excuse  me.  I  know  I  can  pre- 
vail with  Madeline,  if  you  will  but  consent. 
There  need  not  be  a  soul  present  but  you, 
and  I,  and  Mr  Campbell  " 

"  We  must  have  witnesses."  Sir  Thomas 
was  rapidly  giving  way. 

"  Your  daughters." 

"  Oh,  ah — yes.  Flora  will  be  ashamed  to 
show  herself;  she  won't  be  sorry  not  to  see 
you  again  after  her  folly — but  Blanche  will 
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come,  and — oh,  of  course,  any  one  else  will 
do.    Well,  if  you  can  persuade  Madeline' — 

and  since  you  have  got  round  me  "  and 

a  smile,  a  real  smile,  beamed  in  his  eye. 

"  Ah,"  thought  Cumberland,  "  in  another 
year  he  will  be  another  man.  He  will  look 
younger,  he  will  renew  his  interest  in  life. 
A  burden  has  been  lifted  from  his  back. 
God  help  him,  that  he  should  feel  so,  but  so 
it  is.    He  is  happier  even  already." 

But  it  was  impossible  to  give  more  than 
a  sigh  to  the  past  when  the  future  was  all 
decked  with  sunbeams. 

A  few  brief  days  before,  and  it  would  have 
filled  the  measure  of  his  content  to  have  held 
the  plighted  troth  of  the  fair  girl  he  loved, 
and  to  have  looked  forward  to  a  union  with 
her  even  with  its  usual  accompaniments  of 
din,  and  feast,  and  fray ;  but  now,  what  an 
infinitely  greater  delight  was  in  store  for 
him ! 

To  possess  his  treasure  on  the  spot !  To 
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bear  her  off — his  only,  his  wholly,  and  his 
for  ever — within  a  few  hours  of  the  first 
avowal !  To  be  pestered  by  no  weight  of 
congratulations,  to  be  surrounded  by  no 
troops  of  noisy  friends,  to  be  made  a  fool 
of  by  no  wedding  favour  !  Eureka  !  What 
had  he  not  escaped  ? 

And  what  had  he  not  gained  ?  The  fairest, 
sweetest  maid  beneath  the  sun,  the  truest 
heart,  the  noblest  spirit.  Gentleness,  courage, 
love  and  piety,  all  united  in  one  !  How  had 
he  dared,  how  had  he  ever  presumed  to  lift 
his  eyes,  how  should  he  ever  be  worthy  of 
such  an  one ! 

It  was  a  lover's  rhapsody,  but  it  sent 
Cumberland  stammering  to  his  knees. 

"Why  stay  here  longer  when  your  work 
is  done  ?  You  did  it  well.  You  watched 
over  him,  combated  him,  guarded  him,  suf- 
fered for  his  sake.  Your  task  is  finished 
now.  Your  uncle  no  longer  needs  you  ;  you 
could  not  even  be  with  him  if  he  did.  He 
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and  your  aunt  go  to  the  Wardlaws,  and  you 
would  have  to  be  with  your  cousins  else- 
where, and  I  —  you  will  not  forsake  me, 
JNIadeline  ?  Come  with  me,  for  I  need  you 
now.  You  have  another  to  live  for,  and — 
another — to  show  how  to  live.  I  will  learn 
of  you.  You  shall  teach  me,  you  shall  lead 
me.  I  will  follow  and  obey.  My  darling, 
last  night  I  learned  a  lesson  never  to  be 
forgotten ;  come,  Madeline,  and  perfect  it." 

»  •  •  •  * 

Then,  when  the  point  was  won,  he  rang 
another  change  on  it. 

"  You  will  not  be  troubled,  you  will  have 
nothing  to  think  of.  Your  uncle  and  I  will 
see  to  all  arrangements.  He  is  closeted  now 
with  your  clergyman — and  all  will  be  over 
in  a  few  minutes.  Your  Scotch  law  is  kind 
in  permitting  marriages  at  any  hour  and  in 
any  place,  and  Sir  Thomas  will  see  that  all 
is  done  properly,  and  that  you  are  bound 
fast  to  me  for  ever.    There  lies  the  yacht ; 
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and  the  water,  you  see,  is  as  blue  as  heaven, 
and  as  smooth  as  glass.  We  shaU  anchor 
to-night  in  one  of  the  deep  bays  of  the  Isle 
of  Man  —  to-morrow,  away  for  the  Menai 
Straits  and  a  Welsh  harbour — then  for  the 
southern  shores  and  the  Bristol  Channel ; 
and  then,  Madeline,  then,  one  fine  morning, 
we  shaU  open  our  eyes  to  behold  a  long  hill- 
side of  red-brown  woods,  and  a  shining, 
glistening  shore;  the  old  avenue  of  the 
beeches — I've  known  them  from  a  boy — ^the 
park  with  the  deer — I'U  show  you  the  bit  of 
fence  I  once  jumped — and  there's  the  stream 
we  used  to  fish,  and  the  rhododendron  shrub- 
bery, and  the  peacocks  strutting  about  the 
terraces — won't  they  be  glad  to  have  me 
back  again  !  And  it  was  you — you — ^you 
little  witch,  who  kept  me  here !  But  for 
you — and  the  hunting  has  begun,  and  there's 
a  meet  next  week  not  a  mile  off — I  can 
scarcely  talk  about  it.  I  think  you  wiU 
love  your  home,  my  darling;  I  know  you 


CONCLUSION.  281 

will.  I  think  you  will  be  happy ;  I  will  do 
my  best  to  make  you  so.  You  have  loved 
me  for  myself,  and  now  you  have  to  see 
what  I  can  give  you,  what  I  can  do  for  you 
— nay,  don't  look  at  me  so ;  I  know  what 
vou  would  sav — all  such  thinsjs  are  nothing; 
— nothing — nothing  to  " — he  became  sud- 
denly grave — "  to  my  poor  heart,''  he  said, 
and  took  her  hand,  and  kissed  it  as  humbly 
as  a  slave. 

It  did  not  need  much  of  such  pleading. 

"I  am  glad,  from  my  soul,  that  she  has 
consented,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  when  the  result 
was  made  known  to  him.  She  deserves 
her  lot,  and  I  can  say  nothing  further.  We 
shall  never  forget  her "  —  he  paused.  "  I 
know  that  she  will  think  kindly  of  us.  If 
a  time  should  ever  come  when  she  feels  that 
she  could  come  here  again — of  course  I  shall 
build,  and  I  have  plans  already  in  my  head 
— need  I  say  how  glad  we  shall  be  to  see 
vou  both  ?    For  the  present  there  had  better 
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not  be  much  intercourse ;  wlien  time  shall 
have  done  its  work,  we  shall  all  meet  the 
more  happily  ;  and  —  God  bless  her !  God 
bless  you  both !  God  for  ever  bless  my  dear, 
dear  Madeline ! " 


THE  END. 
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Mrs.  John  Kent  Spender's  Novels. 

2S.  6d,  Cloth  and  2s.  Paper  Boards. 


Mr.  Nobody. 
Parted  Lives. 
Both  in  the  Wrong. 


Recollections  of  a  Coun- 
try Doctor. 


E.  Spender's  Novels. 


2J.  dd.  Cloth  and 

1.  Restored. 

2.  A  True  Marriage. 
Son  and  Heir. 


4.  Kmgsford. 

5.  Until  the  Day  Breaks. 


Mrs.  H.  Lovett  Cameron's  Novels. 

2s.  6d.  Cloth  and  2s.  Paper  Boards. 
Vera  Nevili.    I    2.  Pure  Gold.     1    3.  Worth  Winnint 
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Mrs.  Power  O'Donoghue's  Novels. 

2s.  6d.  Cloth  and  2S.  Faper  Boards. 
I.  Unfairly  Won.  |  2.  A  Beggar  on  Horseback. 

E.  S.  Drewry's  Novels. 

2s.  6d.  Cloth  and  2s.  Paper  Boards. 

1.  Only  an  Actress.  ]  3.  Baptised  with  a  Curse. 

2.  On  Dangerous  Ground.     |  4.  A.  Death-Ring. 

Percy  B.  St.  John's  Novels. 

2S.  Paper  Boards. 


4.  My  Beautiful  Daughter, 

5.  The    Daughter   of  the 

Sea. 


1.  Sailor  Crusoe. 

2.  Snow  Ship. 

3.  Young  Buccaneer. 

Popular  2s.  Novels. 

Also  in  Cloth  2s.  6d. 
Eagle  Joe,    By  Henry  Herman.    {Cloth  ^s.  6d.) 
Misogyny  and  the  Maiden.    By  Paul  Cushing. 
Who  is  the  Heir  ?    By  Mortimer  Collins. 
Guy  Darrell's  AVives.    By  F.  lies. 
Paul  Nugent.    Ey  H.  F.  Hetherington  and  Rev.  H.  D 

Burton. 
Confessions  of  a  Medium. 
Ada  Triscott.    By  Capt.  A.  Haogard. 
Was  He  Justified?    By  C.  J.  Wills. 
A  Scarlet  Sin.    By  Florence  Marryat. 
James  Vraile.    By  J.  Jeffery. 
Denise.    By  A.  Dumas. 
Expiation.    By  E.  P.  Oppenheim. 
The  Nick  of  Time.    By  W.  T.  Hickman. 
A  House  Party.    By  Ouida. 
Doctor  Jacob.    By  M.  Betham-Edwards. 
Hard  Held.    By  Sir  R.  H,  Roberts,  Bart.    {Cloth  35  6d.) 
A  WiLY'  Widow.    By  Henry  Creswell. 
A  Modern  Delilah.    By  Vere  Ciavering. 
A  Fair  Crusader.    By  William  A\'estall. 
The  Haunted  Church.    By  James  Murphy. 
The  Gay  World.    By  Joseph  Hatton. 
Driven  Before  the  Storm.    By  Gertrude  Forde. 
A  Lombard  Street  Mystery.    By  Muirhead  Robertson. 
Scullydom.    By  P.  A.  Egan.    {Cloth,  35.  6d.) 
Andre  Cornelis.    By  Paul  Bourget. 
All  or  Nothing.    By  INlrs.  Cashel  Hoey. 
Gehenna.    By  Hon.  Lewis  Wingfield. 
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Popular  2s.  Novels.— Continued. 
The  Blue  Ribbon.    V.y  the  Author  of  "  St.  Olave's." 
Little  Miss  Primrose.    By  the  Author  of  "  St.  Olave's." 
Annette.    By  the  Author  of  "  St.  Olave's." 
Records  of  a  Stormy  Life.    By  Mrs.  Houstoun. 
Stormy  Waters.    By  Robert  Buchanan. 
Jacobi's  Wife.    By  Adeline  Scgeant. 
The  Son  c-f  His  Father.    By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
]\[iGNON.    By  Mrs.  Forrester. 
A  Princess  of  Jutedom.    By  Charles  Gibbon. 
(Jradled  in  a  Storm.    By  T.  A,  Tharp. 
Jack  Urquhart's  Daughter.    By  Miss  M.  Younj. 
Thro'  Love  and  War.    By  Violet  Fane. 
Two  Lilies.    By  Julia  Kavanagh. 
Queen  Mab.    By  Julia  Kavanagh.. 
Forestalled.    By  M.  Betham-Edwards. 

Popular  Is.  Novels. 

Monsieur  Judas.    By  Fergus  Hume. 
Only  a  Shadow.     By  D.  Christie  Murray  and  Henry 
Herman. 

Presumption  of  Law.    By  a  Lawyer  and  a  Lady. 

Jack  and  Three  Jills.     By  F.  C.  Phillips,  Author  of 

"  As  in  a  Looking  Glass,"  &c. 
Jaleberd's  Bumps.    By  James  Greenwood,  "The  Amateur 

Casual." 

A  Romance  of  the  Wire.    By  M.  Betham-Edwards. 

The  Havoc  of  a  S?.iile.    By  L.  B.  Walford. 

Edelweiss;  a  Romance.    By  "  Rita." 

Nurse  Revel's  Mistake.    By  Florence  Warden. 

The  Pretty  Sister  of  Jos£    By  Mrs.  Hodgson  Burnett. 

Roland  Oliver.    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P. 

^LvTED  from  the  Morgue.    By  John  A.  O'Shea. 

Forging  the  Fetters.    By  Mrs.  Alexander. 

The  Queen's  Scarf.    By  D.  Christie  Murray. 

The  Haunted  Fountain.    By  Catherine  Macquoid. 

Favour  and  Fortune,  By  the  Author  of  "  Jack  Urquhart's 

Daughter." 
99,  Dark  Street.    By  F.  W.  Robinson. 
A  Wicked  Girl.    By  Mary  Cecil  Hay. 
Gabriel  Allen,  M.P.    By  G.  A.  Henty. 
The  Argonauts  of  North  Liberty.    By  Bret  Harte. 
The  Abbey  Murder.    By  Joseph  Hatton 
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Popular  Is.  Novels.— Continued. 

A  Mere  Child.    By  L.  B.  Waliord. 

Love  Until  Death.    By  R.  Whelan  Boyle. 

The  Queen's  Token.    By  j\lrs.  Cashel  Hoey. 

A  Rainy  June.    By  Ouida. 

Don  Gesualdo    By  Ouida. 

John  Needham's  Double.    By  Joseph  Hatton. 

James  Daunton's  Fate.    By  Dora  Russell. 

Betty's  Visions.    By  Rhoda  Broughton. 

Topside  and  Turvey.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Beforehand.    By  L.  T.  Meade. 

Laying  Down  the  Cards.  By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Featherston- 
haugh. 

A  Fatal  Affinity.    By  Stuart  Cumberland 
Doubt.    By  James  S.  Little. 

The  Crime  of  the  Golden  Gully.    By  Gilbert  Rock. 
Against  the  Grain.    By  C.  T.  C.  Jair.es. 
In  the  Shadow  of  Death.   By  Sir  Gilbert  Campbell,  Bart. 
Mad  Love;  or,  An  Artist's  Dream.    Translated  from  the 

Russian  of  Vsevolod  Garshin. 
Galloping  Days  at  the  Deanery.    By  Charles  James. 
At  What  Cost.    By  Hugh  Conway,  Author  of  "  Called 

Back,^'  &c. 

The  Wife's  Sacrifice  (Martyre  !)    By  Adolphe  D'Ennery. 

Translated  by  H.  Sutherland  Edwards. 
Baffled.    By  Shirley  B.  Jevons. 

Slowborough  ;  or.  Rural  Felicity.   By  Frank  E.  Emson, 

Author  of  "  Our  Town."' 
Innocent  or  Guilty  ?    By  Marion  Greenhill. 
The  Silent  Shor^.    By  John  BIoundelle-Burton. 
Three  Lucky  Shots.    By  Oscar  Park. 
The  Cabman's  Daughter. 
Seized  by  a  Shadow.    By  Rose  MuUion. 
Imprisoned  in  the  House  of  Detention  for  Libel.  By 

John  Dawson. 
Caught  in  the  Tropics.    By  a  Lady  Astronomer. 

Stories  from  "Newbery  House."  ist  Series.  By  Viii  Vincest, 
Rev.  Canon  Benliaui  Rev.  George  Huntingdon,  Rev.  J.  Hudson, 
Helen  Milman,  Miss  N.  J.  Blatchford,  ^larian  Benham,  H.  G. 
Farrant,  and  Miss  Amy  Wilson.  Crown  Svo,  paper  cover,  \s. ; 
cloth,  \s.  6d. 

Stories  from  "  Newbery  House."  2nd  Series.  By  J.  Theobald 
Butler,  Maggie  Symington,  Marian  Benham,  Austin  Clare,  S.  H. 
Mitchell,  and  David  Kex.  Crown  Svo,  paper  cover,  is. ;  cloth, 
ls.()-J. 


Fublished  by  (rriffith  Farran  &'  Co.,  Ltd.  9 


Books  for  the  Library. 

es   5s.  XTet. 

Memoirs  of  Prince  de  Talleyrand.  lidited,  with  a  Preface  and 
Notes,  by  the  Due  de  Broglic  of  the  Frencli  Academy,  with  an 
Introduction  by  the  Hon.  Wliitclaw  Reid.  5  Volumes,  large  8vo, 
with  Portrait  and  full  Index.    Price  £\  is.  each,  net. 

£3    3s.  Sret. 

A  Descriptive  Catalogue  of  the  Collection  of  Pictures 
BELONGING  TO  THE  Earl  OF  KoRTiiBROOK.    Illustrated.  On 
hand-made  paper.    Large  4to,  parchment.    Price  ^1  3^.  net. 
£.2  2s. 

The  Diarii'S  of  Sir  Moses  and  Lady  Montefiore,  Comprising 
their  Life  and  Work,  as  recorded  therein,  from  1812 — 1883. 
Edited  by  the  late  Dr.  Loewe.  Large  8vo,  2  Vols.,  Illustrated. 
Price  £2  2s. 

The  Letters  of  S.  G.  O.  A  Series  of  Letters  on  Public  Affairs, 
Written  by  the  Rev.  Lord  Sidney  Godolphin  Osborne,  and  pub- 
lished in  T/ie  Times.  Edited  by  Arnold  White.  1844  — 1888. 
Large  8vo,  2  Vols. ,  £2  2s. 

£1  is. 

Life  of  Benjamin  Franklin,  The.  Written  by  Himself.  Now 
first  Edited  from  original  MSS.,  and  from  his  printed  Correspond- 
ence and  other  Writings,  by  John  Bigelow.  3  Vols.  Crown  8vo. 
Price  £1  IS. 

Political  and  Social  Letters  of  a  Lady  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century.  Being  the  Correspondence  of  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Osborn, 
during  the  years  1721 — 1771.  Edited  by  Emily  F.  D.  Osborn. 
Demy  8vo,  with  four  Photogravures,  boards,  uncut  edges,    £l  is. 

16s. 

General  Craufurd  and  His  Light  Brigade.    By  the  Rev. 
Alexander  H.  Craufurd,  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.    Price  l6^. 
108.  6d. 

Queen's  Birthday  Book,  The.  With  13  Cabinet  Portraits  and 
Autographs  of  Royal  Family.  Edited  by  Mary  F.  P.  Dunbar. 
4to,  clolli.    Price  los.  6d. 

Young  People  and  Old  Pictures.  By  Theodore  Child.  With 
numerous  Engravings  in  the  best  style  from  Pictures  by  the  Old 
Masters  dealing  with  child  life.    Crown  4to,  cloth.    Price  los.  6d. 

Hungary  and  its  People.  By  Louis  Felbermann.  Large  Crown 
8vo,  cl«th,  fully  Illustrated.    Price  \0s.  dd. 

7s.  6(1. 

Newton  Dogvane  :  A  Stoiy  of  English  Country  Life.  By  Francis 
Francis,  Author  of  "  Sporting  Sketches  with  Pen  and  Pencil,"  &c. 
With  Illustrations  on  Steel  by  John  Leech,  coloured  by  hand. 
Imp.  8vo,  cloih.    Price  Ts.  bd. 

High-Flyer  Hall  :  A  Sporting  Story.  By  Sir  Randal  H.  Roberts, 
Bart.,  Author  of  "Hard  Pleld,"  etc.,  etc.  Illustrated  by  G. 
Bowers.    Imp  8vo,  cloth.    Price  ^s.  6d. 

A  Complete  Guide  to  the  Game  of  Chess.  By  H.  L.  F. 
Meyer.    Pott  8vo,  cloth.    Price  ^s.  6d. 

The  Looking  Glass  for  the  Mind.  A  reprint  of  the  Edition  of 
1792  ;  with  the  original  Illustrations  by  Bewick,  and  an  Introduc- 
tion by  Charles  Welsh.    Crown  8vo.    7^-.  bd. 
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Books  for  the  Library. 

6s. 

Letters  from  Dorothy  Osborne  to  Sir  Willtam  Temple, 
1652-54.  Edited  by  E.  A.  Parry.  With  Portrait,  &c.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth.    Price  ks. 

Tales  and  Legends  from  the  Land  of  the  Tzar.  Translated 
by  Edith  M-  S.  Hodgetts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.    Price  (>s. 

5s. 

Some  Notable  Generals.  Biographies  compiled  by  Colonel 
J.  Percy  Groves,  R.G.A.  (late  27th  Inniskillings) .  Illustrated  by 
Lieut. -Colonel  iVIarshman.    Large  4to,  cloth.    Price  5^. 

Fortunes  Made  in  Business.    A  Series  of  Original  Sketches, 
Biographical  and  Anecdotic,  from  the  Recent  History  of  Industry 
and  Commerce,  by  various  Writers.    Edited  by  James  Hogg. 
First  Series,  with  Six  Portraits.    Crown  8vo.    Price  5r. 
3b.  6d. 

Ready  Reference  :  The  Universal  Cyclopaedia,  containing  every- 
thing that  everybody  wants  to  know.  By  W.  R.  Balch.  800 
pages,  crown  8vo. 

There  is  no  Death.  By  Florence  Marryat.  Crown  8vo,  cloth. 
Price  3^-.  i:d. 

Royal  Winchester:  Wanderings  in  and  about  the  Ancient  Capital 
of  England.  By  Rev.  A.  G.  L'Estrange,  M.A.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  by  C.  G.  Harper.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.    Price  3^.  6</. 

Music  and  the  Piano.  By  Madame  Louis-Viard,  of  the  Guildhall 
School  of  Music.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.    Price  3^.  bd. 

Australian  Poets,  1788 — 1888.  Edited  by  Douglas  Sladen. 
662  pages.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.    Price  3^.  6rf. 

Younger  American  Poets.  Edited  by  Douglas  Sladen.  686  pages. 
Crown  8vo.    Price  3^-.  (>d, 

2  s. 

Everyday  Dictionary  of  the  English  Language;  containing 
35, coo  words.    Edited  by  W.  Balch.    Crown  8vo. 

Music  in  Song.  From  Chaucer  to  Tennyson.  By  L.  M.  Carmela 
Koelle.  32mo. 

Is.     VSEFVIi  BOOKS. 

Ambulance  Lectures  ;  or,  What  to  Do  in  Cases  of  Accident  or 
Sudden  Illness.    By  Lionel  Weatherly.    Illustrated.    Fcap.  8vo. 

Dictionary  of  Abbreviations.  Containing  nearly  2500  Contrac- 
tions, Signs,  &c.    Sq.  32nio. 

High  School  Needlework  and  Cutting-out  Manual.  By 
Harriet  Baker.    Fcap.  8vo. 

Economical  Cook,  The.  A  Book  of  Recipes  for  every  Season  of 
the  Year.    By  P.  O.  P.    Fcap.  Svo. 

How  to  be  Married:  In  all  Ways  and  Everywhere  throughout  the 
British  Empire  and  in  Foreign  States  ;  with  Appendix  of  all  Legal 
Q  Forms  relating  to  Marriage,  and  a  Summary  of  Marriage  Statistics. 
By  the  Rev.  Thomas  Moore.    Crown  8vo. 

Young  Wife's  Own  Book.    By  Lionel  A.  Weatherly.    Fcap.  Svo. 

Children  :  Their  Home  Training.  How  to  Nurse  them  in  Sickness 
and  keep  them  in  Health.  By  I.  L.  Richmond,  with  a  Preface  by 
Sarah  Tytler.    Fcap,  Svo. 


Published  by  Griffith  Farraii  &>  Co.,  Ltd. 


The  Newbery  Classics. 

A  New  Edition  of  the  Poets,  Crown  8vo.  Attractive 
cloth  gilt  cover.  About  600  pages  in  each  volume, 
price  2S. 

Longfellow.  Wordsworth. 
Scott.  Shakespeare. 
Browning  (Mrs.  E.  B.)  Campbell. 
Hood.  Byron. 
]Moore. 

Tales  from  the  Dramatists.  By  Chas,  Morris.  With 
an  Introduction  by  Henry  Irving,  D.C.L.  4  vols. 
Fcap.  8vo.    Cloth  gilt,  in  box.    Price,  loj-.  dd.  net. 

THE  BIJOU  BYRON.  A  New  Edition,  in  12  volumes,  of 
the  Complete  Works  of  Lord  Byron.  Small  oblong 
shape,  convenient  for  the  pocket,  printed  in  good  clear 
type,  and  issued  in  the  following  styles: — 

The  12  volumes  complete  in  box,  bound  in  boards  with 
parchment  backs,  \Zs.  6d.  net. 

Also  in  an  elegant  cloth  gilt  box,  bound  in  paper  sides, 
cloth  backs,  all  full  gilt,  31  J.  6d.  net. 

The  volumes  are  also  supplied  separately : — Paper 
limp,  iJ.  net. ;  paper  boards,  parchment  backs, 
IS.  6d.  net.  ;  cloth,  richly  gilt,  and  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d. 
net. 

list  of  volumes. 


1.  Memoir.    Hours  of  Idleness. 

English  Bards  and  Scotch 
Reviewers. 

2.  Childe  Harold. 

3.  Hints    from    Horace.  The 

Curse  of  Minerva.  The 
Waltz.  Ode  to  Napoleon 
Buonaparte.  Hebrew  Melo- 
dies. Domestic  Pieces. 
Monody  on  the  Death  of 
Sheridan.  The  Dream. 
The  Lament  of  Tasso.  Ode 
on  Venice.  The  Morgante 
Maggiore.  The  Prophecy  of 
Dante.  , 

4.  The    Vision    of  Judgment. 

Occasional  Pieces. 


5.  The  Giaoar.    The  Bride  of 

Abydos.  The  Corsair.  Lara. 

6.  The     Siege     of  Corinth. 

Parisina.  The  Prisoner  of 
Chillon.  Mazeppa.  The 
Island.  Francesca  da 
Rimini.  The  Age  of 
Bronze.  The  Blues.  Beppo: 
a  Venetian  Story. 

7.  Manfred.        Heaven  and 

Earth.  Werner. 

8.  Marino   Faliero.  Sardana- 

palus. 

9.  The  Two  Foscari.  Cain.  The 

Deformed  Transformed. 

10.  Don  Juan. — Cantos  I.  —III. 

11.  Don  Juan. —  Cantos  IV. — IX. 

12.  Don  Juan. —  Cantos  X. — XVI. 
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The  Entertainment  Series. 

Fcap.  8&  ',  Cloth,  price  \s.  each. 

Short   Comedies   for   Amateur  Players.    By  Mrs. 

Burton  Harrison. 
Duologues.    By  Ina  Leon  Cassillis. 

Evenings  Out  ;  or,  the  Amateur  Entertainer.  By  Con- 
stance Milman,  Author  of  "The  Doll  Dramas." 
Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  price  \s. 

"  Twenty  Minutes." — Drawing-Room  Duologues,  &c. 
By  Harriet  L.  Cliilde  Pemberton,  Author  of  "  Geese," 
"  Prince,"  &c.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  limp. 

Possible  Plays  for  Private  Players.  By  Constance 
O'Brien.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth. 

Poker  :  How  to  Play  it.  A  Sketch  of  the  Great  American 
Game,  with  its  Laws  and  Rules.  By  one  of  its 
Victims.    Fcap.  Svo. 

Euchre,  and  How  to  Play  it.  By  Author  of  "  Poker." 
Fcap.  Svo. 


Nora,  or  the  Doll's  House.  By  PL  Ibsen. 
Ghosts.    By  H.  Ibsen. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  \s.  each. 


Birthday  Books. 

A  Dainty  Series.    Well  printed,  and  artistically  bound  in 
cloth.    Price  \s.  each. 

Shakespeare.  Scott. 
Mrs.  Browning.  Shelley. 
Moore.  Proverbial. 

The  "Queen's,"  the  "Favourite,"  and  the  "Anniversary." 


GRIFFITH  FARRAN  &  CO.,  Ltd. 

Kewbery  House,  39,  Charing  Cross  Road,  London. 


MELLIN'S 


FOR  INFANTS 
AND  INVALIDS, 


FOOD 


"  55,  Bath  Row, 

Birmingham. 
Dear  Sir, — I  enclose  photograph  of 
my  little  boy  Stanlov,  age  fourteen  months 
He  has  been  brought  up  entirely  on  your 
Pood  from  the  age  of  three  months,  and 
has  never  had  any  sickness.  I  may  say 
he  is  very  bright  and  intelligent.  You 
can  make  whatever  use  you  like  of  this 
letter  and  photograph. 

"  I  remain  faithfully  yours, 
"A.  Jeffries." 


MELLIN'S  FOOD  BISCUITS. 

Ma>::tr,u  titit\i  by  Carr  o«  C       C  ,ir,is^\\  s/>t\  uili\  /or  O.  -lA  ...  '.V 
For  Children  after  Weaning,  the  .\ged,  &  Dyspeptic.  Digestive,  Noiu  ishiug.  Sustaining. 
Price  2s.  and  3s.  6d.  per  Tin. 


MELLIN'S  LAGTO-GLYGOSE  OR  MILK  FOOD 

Sn'ivly  Lhat^olvtci  in  lliir»i  ]\c;tcr  is  rccoiin)ti->idt'd  for  use  wlwn 
f)\:>ii  cow's  iiiJk  disiujn'cs  or  cannot  be  obtained. 

I'rii  o  2s.  and  3s.  per  Bottle. 

MELLIN'S  EMULSION 

Of  COD  LIVER  OIL  Sc  HYPOPHOSPHITES. 

Tbe  Finest  Nutritive  and  Tonic  Food  tor  Delicate  Children  and  \\'o*ikly 
Adults.  Vor)'  Palatable,  easily  Digested,  perfectly  Sate. 

Price  2s.  6d.  and  4s.  6d.  per  Bottle. 


Prospectus  Post  f  ree  on  ,j/>/'it\\t/.\ 


G.  MELLIN,  Marlboro'  Works,  PECKHAM,  S.E. 


ESTABLISHED  l&l. 

BiRKBECK    :b     isr  K 

Southampton  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane,  London. 
THREE  per  CENT.  INTEREST  allowed  on  DEPOSITS,  repayable  on  demand. 
TWO  per  CENT,  on  CURRENT  ACCOUNTS,  on  the  minimum  monthly  balances,  wi 

not  drawn  below  £100. 
STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold. 

SAVINGS  DEPARTMENT 

For  the  encouragement  of  Thrift  the  Bank  receives  small  sums  on  deposit,  and  alio 
Interest,  at  the  rate  of  THREE  PER  CENT,  pet  annum,  on  each  completed  £1. 
BIRKBECK     BUILDING     SOCIETY       BIRKBECK  FREEHOLD  LAND  SOCIE 
HOW  TO  PURCHASE  A  HOUSE  HOWTO  PURCHASE  A  PLOTOF  LAT 

FOR  TT,0  GriNEAS  PEK  MONTH  FOR  FIVE  SHILLINGS  PER  MONTH 

The  BIRKBECK  ALMANACK,  with  full  particulars,  can  be  obtained  post  free. 

FRANCIS  RAVENSCROFT,  Mauag 


READ  THIS  FACT. 

94,  Commercial  Eoad,  Peckham,  July  12,  1889. 

"  Dear  Sir, — I  am  a  poor  hand  at  expressing  my  feelings  on  paper, 
but  I  should  like  to  thank  you,  for  your  lozenges  have  done  wonders 
for  me  in  relieving  my  terrible  cough.  Since  I  had  the  operation 
of  'Tracheotomy'  (the  same  as  the  late  Emperor  of  Germany,  and 
unlike  him ,  thank  God,  I  am  still  alive  and  getting  on  well)  performed 
at  St.  Bartholomew's  Hospital  for  abduct,  or  paralysis  of  the  vocal 
chords,  no  one  could  possibly  have  had  a  more  violent  cough  ;  indeed 
it  was  so  bad  at  times  that  it  quite  exhausted  me.  The  mucus  also, 
which  was  very  copious  and  hard,  has  been  softened,  and  I  have 
been  able  to  get  rid  of  it  without  difficulty." 

Mr.  T.  Keating.  I  am,  sir,  yours  truly,       J.  Hill. 

MElDXCT^la  NOTE. 

The  above  speaks  for  itself.  Prom  strict  inquiry  it  appears  that 
the  benefit  from  using  KeatLng's  Cough  Lozenges,  is  understated. 
The  operation  was  a  specially  severe  one,  and  was  performed  by  the 
specialist.  Dr.  H.  T.  Butlin,  of  St.  Bartholowmew's  Hospital.  Since 
the  operation  the  only  means  of  relief  is  the  use  of  these  Lozenges. 
So  successful  are  they  that  one  affords  immediate  benefit,  although 
from  the  nature  of  the  case  the  throat  irritation  is  intense.  Mr.  Hill 
kindly  allows  any  reference  to  be  made  to  him. 

THE  UTTERLY  UNRIVALLED 

REMEDY  FOR  COUGHS, 
HOARSENESS  AND  THROAT  TROUBLES. 

"KEATING'S    cough    lozenges  "  are  sold  everywhere, 
ill  Tins,  im  and  2/9  each,  Free  by  Post,  15  Stavips. 


THOS.    KEATING,    Chemist,  London. 


'^Dirt  flies  before  if  and  clothes  tvash 
themselves,'^ — Lady,  July  7th,  1892. 


WASHES  WITH  NO  RUBBING  whatever. 

WHITENS  LINEN 

WITHOUT  SUNSHINE  OR  CHEMICALS 


SOLE    MANUFACTURERS : 

THE  LIVERPOOL  PATENT  SOAP  COMPANY  LIMITED,  LIVERPOOL. 

Loadon  Offices:  9  &  10,  Southamptoa  Street,  Holboin,  \V.C. 


[tb""^  — — ^^^^ 

leoverl^ 
Juvenia 


SUPERFATTED  AND  DE-HYDRATED.  Reg-istered  No.  99,336. 


rpHE  mauufacture  of  this  spleiidiil  ami  novel  Toilet  Soap,  the  ingredients  of  which  aie  i-ntiiely 
edible,  is  conducted  on  tli  -  most  approved  scieutitic  principles  ;  by  which  means  ever}  t-pecies  of 
Impurity  is  carefully  eliminated,  leaving  the  completed  Soap  absolutely  pure  and  neutral.  To  tiiia 
IB  added  during  the  finishing  process  at  least  5  per  cent,  of  Juvenia  Cream  in  an  unsaponifled  con- 
dition, the  result  being  that  while,  during  t!  e  process  of  washing,  the  pores  of  the  skin  are  oru* 
pl>!tely  cleansed,  they  are  anointed  with  a  preparation  possessing  the  most  extraordinary  p  mers  of 
penetrating,  softening  and  soothing  the  skin.  This  Soap  i»  innocent  of  any  colouring  m  itter,  being 
pure  white,  and  its  perfume  is  most  fi-agraiit  and  delicat*. 

JUVENIA  SOAP,  as  if.  T^ame  indicates,  is  manufacturnd  specially  with  the  object  of  preserv- 
ing, during  succeeding  years,  the  soft  skin  and  delicate  complexion  of  Youth  ;  it  also  possesses 
marvellous  powers  of  rejuvenescence,  rendering  the  skin  (which  from  age  or  other  causes  may  have 
become  deteriorated)  soft  and  supple,  and  pro<iucinga  charming  and  delicate  conipleiion. 

To  thoroughly  enjoy  the  l)eno  is  of  F.  8.  CLEAVKR'm  Juvknia  Pbefaration.s,  the  Soi 
should  be  used  exclusively  durinp  the  day  and  the  Cream  applied  before  retiring  at  night. 


DR.    BEDWOOS'S  REPORT. 

2,  Fisher  Street,  Red  Lion  Sciuare,  London,  W.C.,  March  24tli,  1S91. 

HAVING  visited  Mea&rs.  CLEAVKR'S  Soap  Works  and  witnessed  the  manufacture  of  their 
JUVENIA  SOAP,  we  consider  it  to  be  OF  THE  HIGHEST  QUALITY.  We  have  drawn 
samples  from  bulk  o  all  the  ingredients  employed  in  its  manufacture  and  tested  them,  as  well  as 
the  Soap  itself. 

The  ingredients  are  perfectly  pure  and  we  cannot  speak  too  highly  t.f  them.  In  the  preparation 
of  JUVENIA  SOAP,  we  can  .  .e  that  the  same  care  is  adopted  in  their  admixture  as  in  the  choice 
of  ingredients.  THE  SOAP  IS  PERFECTLY  PURE  AND  ABSOLL.  I  ELY  NEUTRAL.  From 
first  to  last  we  are  satishcd  with  its  preparation. 

The  Soap  having  been  manufactured,  scientifically  speaking,  an  adilition  is  made  to  it  which 
enhances  its  value  as  an  unguent  and  an  emollient. 

JUVENIA  SOAP  IS  ENTIRELY  FREE  FROM  ANY  COLOURING  MATTER,  and  contains 
about  the  smallest  proportion  possible  of  water.  ^| 

From  careful  analysis  and  a  thorough  investigation  of  the  whole  process  of  its  manufacture,  W^B 
consider  this  Soap  fully  qualified  to  rank  amongst  THE  FIRST  OF  TOILET  SOAPS.  V 

Messrs.   CLEAVER  have   given  us  full  access  to   their  Works  at  any  time,  and  have^ 
auihorizei:  us  to  obtain  Cakes  of  their  Soap  at  any  place,  and  submit  them  to  analysis,  in  order  to 
«»i'-e  the  maintenance  of  its  high  quahty.  ^  REDWOOD  Ph  D.,  F.LC,  F.C.S. 

T.  HORNE  REDWOOD,  F.I.C.,  F.C.S. 

  —  -  A.  J- PR  HAiLBs.  Ri-n--iiLn.a 


